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In Search of Summer---No. 3. 


San Luts Potosi, MExIco, 
January 17, '91. 


This place is twelve or fifteen hours and 
4,000 feet uphill from Topo Chico and the 
journey hither and a short stay at Saltillo 
were better filled with interesting sights and 
strange stories than any like period since I 
ceased wondering why I wasn’t born rich, I 
was almost sorry to leave Topo Chico, nature 
was so beautiful thereabouts and the works of 
-man and man himself were so profoundly 
otherwise. The mountains of which I spoke 
last week encircle the village; the Mitre, so 
named because some vivid imagination could 
see a resemblance between it and a bishop's 
cap, the Saddle because it is something like 
what the Mexicans call a silla, the Sierra 
Madres because they are no part of the chain 
of that name, and a dozen other ranges rise 
with reasonable majesty within the vision of 


(™ Mebees romans Sos So) 


was a tarantula—that huge and poisonous 
She 
shrieked, threw her sponge at the reptile and 
The- 
‘*critter” fled, and it so happened that the lady 
could reach her clothing and had courage 
enough left to get into it, but there wasn't 
another woman in the building at the time 
and even the kindly superintendent could not 
This reminds me 
of an adventure the Q. C. had with an “ insek.” 
His bath room was next to mine, and while I 
was dressing he called me to come and examine 
a curious something which was crawling 
along the top of the tub. I found him guite 


spider of which everyone has read. 


sprang from the water onto a chair. 


soothe the frightened lady. 


unconcerned as he sat paddling in the water, 
while he explained that if the pictures 
he’d seen were anything like true to life 
his visitor was a scorpion. I got the 
manager, who laughed at the idea of a scor- 
pion, but when we captured it, lo, it was noth- 


. THE PASEO AT MORELIA, THE PRETTIEST LITTLE CITY IN MEXICO. 


those who visit the springs. I am fond of 
mountains, but my mind was not built on that 
gigantic scale which prefers towering vastness 
to moderate gradients and easy walking, so 
I did no climbing except when I went upstairs 
to bed. Even looking at the peaks which vary 
from two to five thousand feet above the val- 
ley made me tired, and for the last week I have 
turned my attention almost entirely to taking 
baths and nourishment, varied by an occas- 
ional ride or witnessing a game of cards in 
what was declared by the sign over the door to 
be the “Sala.” Do not think this was a gam- 
bling house ; it was along room with a piano 
in one end and a dwarf stove in the other. In 
this parlor our society of bathers gathered at 
night, and the performance began by a gentle- 
man from Missouri and a lady from Canada 
playing on the violin and piano respectively, 
resurrecting from the tuneful past such gay 
airs as the Arkansas Traveller, Natchez 
Under the Hill, Sweet By-and-Bye, the 
Devil’s Dream, Home Sweet Home, Washer- 
woman’s Quickstep, Swanee River, etc., then 
cards—I wonder how people can, night after 
night, play cards for fun—with amazing discus- 
sions as to certain tactics which were alleged to 
have caused victory or defeat to the players. 
Books and reading of any sort were almost 
unknown, and as the days grew into weeks 
thoughts became equally scarce. Yet the cli- 
mate is invigorating and exercise such a pleas- 
ure that laziness was an infrequent complaint. 
It is surely enough a restful spot and every 
English speaking person in it is driven to fra- 
ternize and scandalize with everybody else who 
can understand what it is all about. In this 
way we got to know each other's business and 
failings with remarkable suddenness, and 
when conversation in the ‘‘Sala” took a very 


aware that the ‘subject of it bad just then 
entered the door. Notwithstanding this I 
never in a hotel saw a friendlier or more elastic 
feeling than prevailed ; it was pleasant. 

* 


* * 

The bath house is large and the center of all 
American life, for there are many bathers who 
have rooms or live in boarding houses which 
charge $6 per week. A man can stand the fare 
he gets in a cheap Mexican boarding house if 
he is either very well or very sick, but a woman 
used to anything nice would prefer to be al- 
most anywhere else. I said the bath house 
was large ; it is about the only thing to recom- 
mend it, except the wonderfully curative 
waters which flow through it, It is the prop- 
erty of an American—Major Randle—who is 
manager of the hotel, the street car line from 
Monterey, and one of the lines therein, He 
has had much to contend with, and his enter- 
prise is this season suffering severely from a 
bad smalJpox scare in Monterey and Topo 
Chico. He states that the ignorance and preju- 
dice of the natives have placed many stumb- 
ling blocks in his way, and I can understand 
such difficulties much more easily than the bad 
service he gives his patrons. For instance, 
one Mexican who speaks no English attends 
to the baths of both the men and womer. 
There is nobody to rub those who desire such 
treatment—two scanty towels and a big 
wooden boxful of water are all he furnishe« 
for fifty cents per bath. It sometimes happens 
that such a ecarcity of attendants embarrasses 
both the bathers and the superintendent. A 
lady taking her first bath while I was there 
discovered an enormous cockroach in the act of 
trying to get Into her shoe. You may not 
believe it, but the roaches down here are often 
a couple of inches long and have ahead on 
them like a bumble bee. This particular roach 


sharp curve or ceased altogether, I 


ing else, nor was it a little one eitker. 
Their bite is not dangerous so far north as th’e, 
but it is painful and anything but a pleasant 
accompaniment of a bath. The Q. C. intended 
taking his “bug” home with him, but it 
mysteriously disappeared before he got his 
clothes on, and it can never rise up in evidence 
as to what the proprietor of Topo Chico springs 
might do if he and his enterprises had not be- 
come so Mexicanized as to be worse than the 
product of the soil. It is all very well for 
Americans to berate the Mexicans, yet so far 
as I have'been able to learn the greatest fossil, 
the greediest dog in the manger, is the 
‘* American” who, after ge‘ting holi of a god 
thing and not being able to work it himself. 
refuses to let any one else have achance, Th. 
springs themselves are 
probably as good, if not 
better, than any in the 
world, yet while I was 
going south a dozen 
people told me to go 
elsewhere, as Topo 
Chico was so badly 
run. Major Randle is 
perhaps unaware of 
the reputation his 
policy is procuring for 
him abroad, and as this 
may meet his eye, and 
I may not, with my 
usual candor I say 
something which may 
be new to him. He is 
as unpopular in Mont- 
erey as elsewhere and 
it may be useful for 
him to know it. Isaw 
no one at the baths 
who had not been bene- 
fited. Many were going 
away cured of diseases 
of the stomach, rheu- 
matism, eczema, par- 
tial paralysis,  ete., 
but not one of them had a word of praise for 
the proprietor or his policy. The fact is the 
waters of Topo Chico are being used in spite of 
the man who has them rented for seventy-two 
years, He is talking of a new bath house and 
a big hotel; they are both needed and would be 
popular and prosperous if he abstained from 
their management, The climate, particularly 
for the afflicted who are up in years, is a 
marvel, though as yet I am unprepared to say 
that it is the best in Mexico, 
ee 

Monterey is no mean city, It has 50(00 in- 
habitants, and is having the greatest boom of 
any Mexican city. It is the headguarters of 
American enterprise in this country, and I am 
told will surely be the manufacturing center of 
Mexico. Some of our “realestaters” might 
settle there without being missed at home, O 
course the city is full of historical interest ; 
there isn’t an old Mexican hamlet without its 
legends and points of interest. Mexico is well 
called the Egypt of the New World. Its story 
is older than ours, and the races preceding the 
Spaniards seem to have a place with the Israel- 
ites and to be contemporaries of Moses, Con- 
fucius and Uncle James Beaty. The Battle of 
Nonterey and General Taylor's capture 
of it by climbing the hill behind the Bishop's 
pilace are recent events belonging to the inde- 
fensible war made by the United States on 
Mexico. The scene of the battle and the ruins 
of the Bishop’s palace are the main points of 
interest. The palace, which had never been 


completed, stands on a high hill overlooking | 


M n‘erey, and behind it is another and higher 


' which is now but the end of a division. 


General 
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appears to have been of this size and the lady | hill. 
who happened to be in the bath thought it 


Taylor, while engaging the 


Mexicans elsewhere, marched over the rear 
hill, captured the fort, turned the guns on 
Monterey, and thus took the battery. It was 
like a school boys’ fight, and many a youngster 
has shown better generalship defending a 


snow-man or a cornstalk play-house than 


the Mexicans did in defending Monterey. 
The hill is an interesting place geographi- 
cally as well as historically. From _ it 
can be seen a fertile valley one hun- 


dred miles wide, which beyond the reach of 


vision stretches on and on between the mount- 
ains towards the Guif of Mexico. White and 
dusty roads lead across the plains to towns and 
villages hidden behind the horizon. Mount- 
ains near and mountains far, in varied hues 
make one forget that scores of miles separate 
them, and thousands of feet difference in alti- 
tude are marked by hazy lines no wider than 
the figures of the paper on the wall. The 
smoke of smelters, and the tall chimneys of 
modern enterprise are uplifting themselves in 
the suburbs, while houses as antique as those 
from whose tops the ancients prayed, cluster in 
white, somnolent lines, their inmates not yet 
aroused from the siesta ot the last century. 
Railroads intersect each other and glisten across 
the plain, long lines of cars, accen'uated by) 
clouds of smoke, creep toy-like far away, while 
ox-carts such as Moses used to move out of 
Egypt, wait at the crossings or creak slowl) 
into town. Mules and donkeys laden wit} 
fodder, crockery, wood, or ore, still toil alon; 
the dusty roads, their sandal-shod driver: 
despising the railway as a modern and over 
estimated invention which will soon pas 
away. Women, old and ugly at forty, bea 
their burdens meekly, and men stumble’alon, 
laden with bricks, wood and water beneath tk: 
wires of the electric lights, and from the ruin 
of the Bishop’s palace one can see a people a 
backward as those who lived before Christ. 
living unchanged and unmoved amidst th 
wonders of the end ,of the world’s most won 
drous century. It is a strange sight and yet 
it is but a sample of what Mexico is every 
where furnishing those who come and care to 
see the bull train and the steam engine in 
com petition. 

I started in to write up to date, but’at page 
fifteen of my letter Iam not yet out of Mont- 
erey. There was no first-class coach on the 
day train to Saltillo, so the Q C., with a con- 
siderable uplifting of the nose, carried our 
eight valises and bundles into the second-class 
car, while I struggled with the baggagemaster 
for the four checks belonging to our trunks, 
There was plenty of room, and in some respects 
more than enough company, but the sixty- 
seven-mile ride to Saltillo was delightful, even 


| 


if it took from eight o’clock in the morning until 


2.30 pm. We were climbing all the time, 
winding up narrow gorges, creeping along 
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notches in the mountains or beside little 
streams which spread a narrow line of green 
on either side, When we got tired watching 
the two engines as they sometimes almost ran 
into the rear cars of the train on the winding 
road, we studied Mexican life and appetite, as 
exhibited inside the coach, and marvelled at 
the happiness and hunger we could neither 
understand nor share. After so many hours 
of mountain gorge and glen, after miles of 
Spanish dagger and cactus it was inexpressibly 
pleasant to find the train slipping quietly 
along between fields of magnay, orchards of 
fruit trees and gardens in which vegetables of 
every sort were growing. This was Saltillo, 
which for several years was the southern ter- 
minus of the Mexican National Railway, but 
It had 
been sald that there were two good hotels in the 
place and we concluded to stay at the one 
which forms part of the depot and is one of the 
eating houses of the line. A girl with sore 
eyes bade us welcome to a dining-room in 
which a large game of cards was in progress. 
We could not have a room “at present,” but a 
couple would be arranged for us. The pros- 
pects were very tart so Mrs. Don started on 
an exploring expedition. She came back with 
that awfully set expression which announces 
housecleaning or a determination to “ fire” the 
cook, so I grabbed my share of the luggage and 
hired a hack for us all. The next expsriment 
was an American hotel uptown. Its name is 
the Spanish for St. Stephen and the proprietor 
made no attempt to conceal ‘‘a deck and some 
ciips” when we entered the office. Mre, Don 


had become somewhat upset by what she saw 


at the other tavern, and whispered to me that 
we had better goon or we would surely be 
murdered in the night. Our rooms faced the 
courtyard on the ground floor, and as the key 
was putin our lock, she recognized that we 
were being placed within easy access of the 
assassin, After we surveyed the apartment 
and examined the locks, she still suspected the 
flosr of containing a trap-door or seme other 
dreadful mechanism for the destruction of 
guests. The cleanliness of the beds and the 
scrupulous safety of the doorand windows 
fically won her consent to stay alone while I 
went out to the fountain and got adrink. No 
trap door having yawned in the meantime 
things eased up a little. 


* * 

Saltillo is, or was, famous for its hand-made 
serapas or blankets. We pr posed to lave 
one and started out therefor. I like Mexico; 
next to my own land it claims my best regards, 
but as lam writing the truth, and this means 
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rumor when the entrance was discovered to be a 
sort of annex. Inside I stumbled upon a heap 
of second-hand coffins as big as a house—I 
nee the heap, not the coffins, for some of 
them were little things in which a mother had 
laid her baby away. She must herself have 
died soon after, for surely had she been alive 
she could not have forgotten that little box 
and its baby burden. They were of every 
shape and material, in every stage of decay, 
and bones in all conditions were scattered 
about either in the boxes or in heaps. I shud- 
dered and passed on. Mrs, Don began to sicken 
and grow faint, and had to be put in charge of 
a Mexican woman before the Q. C. and I could 
make further investigations. Horror upon 
horror was piled in that little triangular space. 
Biack dresses in which women had been 
buried were kicking about. the rotting lining 
of the coffins mixing with partially decayed 
pieces of what seemed like human cuticle 
The skulls of infants and the bones of adults 
were in merry confusion, and after a glance— 
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that nothing is to be colored or concealed, I ; 
must confess to having seen some very dis. | 
turbing things in Saltillo. Of course one goes | 
first to the main plaza or square, as from that 
everything radiates. Wandering a block away 
we were in front of the amphitheater or bull 
ring, beneath the seats of which little shops 
and saloons were so numerous and their occu- } 
pants so debased that one did not linger. Buy- 
ing a Saltillo blanket is not now an easy task. 
The introduction of factorics has made the 
work of the hand loom unremunerative, and 
the discouraged natives have ceased weaving 
them. The prices asked for the serapas were 
high, yet by beginning 
at the bottom and 
much bantering they 
can still be bought, and 
we procured a couple. ! 
A year from now they | 
will not be obtainable, 
but ‘t will make littie 
difference as they are 
woven in two pieces 
like carpet, are stiff 
and unbeautiful. 


+ 
* 


Then we visited the 
swell cemetery of the 
town. I am not fond 
of graveyards, but it 
was alleged that at 
this particular burying 
ground the manage- 

ment exacted the en- 
tire pound of flesh, 
even if said material 
was not well pre- 
served. Tae «xaction 
is in the shape of a 
rental for the spot of 
holy ground in which 
the dead are buried. 
For five dollars one can be planted for five years 
in a cheap locality, but if at the end of that 
time another payment is not made by the ex- 
ecutors or friends, the corpse is disinterred and 
thrown over the wall. Of course it is imma- 
terial what becomes of the earthly tenement, 
but the idea of having it fed to the hogs after 
slumbering in the grave, gives one a distaste 
for boch pork and buria). We went out and 
viewed the classic spot in which the elite had 
been put away and though I have seen sights 
and endeavored to measure human nature in 
my own feeble way, it was a revelation of bar 
baricy both inexpressible and horrible. At 
first sight what strikes the visitor is the gaudy 
tones of the sepulchres. Monuments painted 
blue look so much like a butcher shop that 
good taste should forbid the color, yet nothing 
is more fashionable, Two or three shadings of 
this slaughter house shade are supposed in | 
Mexico to give an esthetic tone to a sarco- | 
phagus. All sorts of tints, ugly always, abso- 
lutely repulsive when accompanied by efforts 
to idealize colors which belong to auctio. eers 
or sausage factories, sickened the eye and made 
one wonder if real sorrow could find such 
abominable expression. After gazing upon the 
tombs of departed heroes of state and national 
politics, I began my search for the disinterred 
and discarded tenements of those whose 
friends had failed to pay their rent. A skull 
now and then, kicking about the grounds, 
suggested nothing more than an effort to 
bring the mind to a proper state of thought, 
and the report which had attracted my atten- 
tion began to take the shape of a Mex'can 


no civilized person with a stomach could stan? 
more—we hastened away, glancing only for 
truth’s sake at the vast pile of bones and 
coffins which had been thrown over the 
wall into’ the common, and had not 
even an excuse for being considered any- 
thing but rubbish. Since then I have 
eaten, drunk and slept, but the memory 
of the desecration of the dead can not be for- 
gotten. The pagans keep holy the burial 
places of those who died, the Indians fight 
madly for the uplifted resting places of their 
warriors, but here is found the idea that if the 
dead cannot pay their rent they may be fed to 
the hogs or at least have their bones scattered 
along the paths of a public resort. At supper 
we were given ten side dishes of hot meats, 
vegetables and sweets. We slept well in the 
room where Mrs, Don expected the trap-door 
toopen. Inthe evening Dr. Head, an accom- 
plished gentleman, introduced us to Rev. Mr. 
Powell, who is one of the leading missionaries. 
of Mexico, and we attended the prayer meet- 
ing in his church. I shall reserve for an article 
on The Religion of Mexico all references to 
topics of this sort, but must say in farewell 
that while sitting in a little chapel listening 
to Rock of Ages and Sweet By-and.bye, sung 
by blanketed Mexicans, there came a sense 
of the omnipresence of God and the unimport- 
ance of mans superstitions, which was the 
only possible relief to the memory of moulder 
ing grave clothes tangled about the feet of the 
visitor to a Mexican graveyard, Don. 


Following are some “ Lines on a Skeleton ”"— 
which the Q. C. quotes as being an appropriate 
ending to this letter : 

Behold this ruin! ‘Twas a skull 

Once of ethereal spi: it ful’, 

This narrow cell was life’s retreat, 

This space was thought’s mysterious seat. 
What beauteous visions filled this spot, 
What dreams of pleasure long forgot, 
Nor Hope nor Love nor Joy nor Fear 
Have left one trace or record here. 


Beneath this mouldering canopy 

Once shone the bright and busy eye, 
But start not at the diemal void 

If social love that eye employed, 

If with no lawless fire it gleamed, 

But through the dews of kindness beamed, 
That eye shall be forever bright 

When stars and suns are sunk in night. 
Beneath the hollow cavern hung 

The reacy, swift and tuneful tongue ; 
If falsehood’s honey it disdained, 

And where it could not praise was chained, 
If bold in virtue’s cause it spoke, 

And gentle concord never broke, 

That silent tongue sball plead for thee 
When time unveils eternity. 

Say, Cid those fingers de‘ve the mine 

Or with its envied rubies shine, 

To hew the rock or wear the gem 

Can little now avail to them ; 

But if the page of truth they sought, 

Or to the mourner comfo:t brought, 
These hands a richer mead shall claim 
Than those that wait on wealth or fa: e. 


It matters not if bare or shod 

These feet che path of duty trod, 

If from the bowers of ease they fied 

To seek affliction’s humble she, 

If grandeu:'s guilty bribe they spurned 

And home to virtue’s cot returned, 

These feet with ange) wings shall vie 

To tread the palace of the sky. 
—— << oe __—_—_—__-_— 

Patience strengthens the spirit, sweetens 
the temper, stifles anger, extinguishes envy, 
subdues pride; she bridles the tongue, re- 
breton the hand, and tramples upon tempta- 
tions. 
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Social and Personal. 


The At Home under the auspices of the 
Osgoode Legal and Literary Society, which 
took place at Osgoode Hall last Monday even- 
dag, was without doubt the social event of the 
season. No section of the community embraces 
within its ranks so many clever and beautiful 
women and handsome and intellectual men as 
the legal profession, their families and intimate 
friends, Scores of eminent personages, whom 
you rarely observe except, perhaps, at a 
Governor-Géneral’s reception, graced with 
their presence that venerable pile consecrated 
during the remainder of the year to the sacred 
cause of Justice, and added by their presence 
an importance and grandeur to the occasion, 
which lifted it far above any social event that 
has taken place during the present season. 
The success of the At Home reflects the great- 
est credit upon those to whose untiring efforts 
and well-directed enthusiasm it is principally 
due. Earlier in the season, although discussed, 
it was thought highly improbable that the 
Benchers of the Law Society and the Ontario 
Government would consent to the Hall being 
thrown open, owing to the uneasiness caused 
by last year's fire at the University. However, 
Mr. Kappelle, the president of the society, sup- 
ported by the members to a man, entered upon 
the campaign with a will. Through his agency 
principally, petition after petition poured in, 
not only from the city but from all the princi- 
pal cities and towns throughout the Province, 
until at last all opposition was conquered, and 
to-day it is safe to say that none are prouder 
of the great success than the Benchers them 
selves. No expense was spared to ensure suc- 
cess. The most comfortable arrangements, 
largest mirrors and numerous attendants were 
provided for the ladies’ dressing rooms. The 
arrangements for the gentlemen’s cloak rooms 
were also admirable, and it was perfectly won- 
derful with what system the immense crowd 
was attended to. The dancing was carried on 
in the library and Convocation Hall simu!- 
taneously—the floors of both rooms being ex- 
cellent. 
in the library, the two connected by an electric 
bell, worked together like clockwork, and the 
very best music the Province can afford made 
the programme of twenty-two 
pass like an airy dream. The magni- 
ficent band of the Q. O. R. discoursed 
sweet strains in the 
Webb as caterer, supplied an excellent supper. 





The claret cup concocted by Mr. George Hillier 
from wine supplied by the committee) re- 
flected the very greatest credit upon that 
genial house-keeper, who in many other ways 
is deserving of the committee’s warmest 
thanks. Elavorately furnished reception rooms 
invited (and not in vain) tired dancers and 
Names of authors 
well known and much abhorred by law stu- 
dents, such as Blackstone, Anson, Snell, etc., 
were placed in prominent places upon the 
walls, to serve as rendezvous for partners. A 
equad from “‘C” Company in uniform, acted as 
ushers, and firemen also in uniform patrolled 
the building to guard against fire, and did not 
leave until the last tired guest had departed. 
To the following gentlemen among many 
others, the success of the affair is mainly due : 
Mr. Kappelle, Chairman of the Executive Com- 


conversational chaperones, 


mittee, Mr. R. A. Grantand Mr. W. J, Mc- 


Whinney Chairman of the Hall and refresh- 


ment Committees respectively, and last but 
not least, Mr. A. Y. Blain the treasurer. 


success that crowned their efforts. 
7 


One of the chief attractions of the building 


is the ease with which persons can lose them 


selves (particularly when desirous of doing so) 
‘in wandering through long passages and lofty 
‘court rooms, where sweet music, mellowed by 
distance, forms a fitting accompaniment for 
In the 


tender whispers and anxious sighs. 
corridors was heard the frou-frou of silken 
ekirts, the patter of dainty, slippered feet, and 
the soft tones and gay laughter of happy youth 
and maiden, Inthe Court of Common Pleas, 
instead of the ordinary occupant ot the ju- 
dicial throne, beauty in black and yellow 
appeared to be listening to the unfolding of a 
most interesting case, ana here would be seen 
a vision in pink or cream enthroned upon the 
Queen’s Bench, with her horrified partner pro 
testing loudly against anything so fickle occu- 
pying, even for a moment, the seat of even- 
handed Justice. The Osgoode At Home of 1891, 
although now consigned to the pages of history, 
leaves behind it many pleasant memories to be 
riked up, perchance, when the frosts of years 
have whitened the heads of the present genera- 
tion. 


The following ladies and gentlemen made up 
the opening double set: Mr. George Kappele 
and Mrs. A. Irving, Mr. E. B. Ryckman and 
Mrs. Lash, Mr. . Irving and Mrs. Shepley, 
Mr. Z. A. Lash and Mrs. J. K. Kerr, Mr. N. 
Simpson and Mrs. C. Moss, Mr. W. A, Lam- 
port and Mrs. MacMahon, Mr. Drayton and 
Mrs. E. D. Armour, Mr. Justice MacMahon 
and Miss MacMahon, Mr. N. P. Buckingham 
and Mrs. Kingsmill, Mr. W. J. Boland and 
Mrs. Jarvis, Mr. Justice Street and Miss L, 
Moss, Mr. G. Shepley and Mrs, Ferguson. 


The following are some of the gowns noticed : 
Mrs. AS. Irving, dark blue velvet and point 
lace; Mrs. Ferguson, black lace and jet; Mrs. 
Hoskin, black lace; Mrs. Mulock, gray silk 
with ostrich feather trimming; Mrs. Lash, 
black satin and jet; Mrs. Aylesworth, apple- 
green silk, brocaded with pink roses; Mrs 
Brouse, black lace; Miss Lamport, pink and 
blue; Mrs. Storm, black silk and jet; Miss 
McCarthy, crimson tulle; Mrs, Cecil Gibson, 
yellow satin and gauze; Miss Walker, soft 
cream silk, with gold embroidery ; Miss Boult- 
bee, cream silk; Mrs, Armour, yellow satin 
brocade with feather trimming; Miss Katie 
Symons, white silk; Miss Ray, cream silk ; 
the Misses Lash, black and cream lace; Miss 

“™Maloch, pale blue gauze over satin; Miss 
McMahon, cream with gold embroidery ; Miss 
E lith Dalton, white silk: Miss Blossom Kings- 
mill, cream silk; Miss Maule, pale yellow 
gauze; Miss Lily Maule, cream silk; Mrs 
Osler, black satin and white point lace: 
Mrs. MacMahon, cream brocade and gold; Mrs, 
Douglas Armour,black lace and white feathers; 
Ms. Arkell. black and amber; Mrs. Drayton, 
olive green satin; Miss Drayton, white; Mrs, 


Albert Nordheimer, 
diamonds; Miss Sibyl 
silver; Miss Meredith, black and scarlet; Mrs. 
J. K. Kerr, black and red gown; Mrs. James 
Crowther, black lace and steel fringe; Mrs. 


One orchestra in the hall and another 


dances 


rotunda. Harry 













They 
worked like Trojans and richly deserve the 





white tulle, silk and 


Seymour, 


Alley, pink silk and cream lace; Miss Fraser 
of Detroit, white silk and white roses; Miss 
Bolton, white silk; Miss Parsons, black net 
and green wreath; Miss Walker, white lisse; 
Mrs, Cecil A. Gibson, yellow tule and daisies ; 
Mrs. W. Brouse, black lace moire and dia 
monds; Miss Fanny Smith, white; Miss Foy, 
black net and scarlet embroidery ; Mrs, Bruce 
Macdonald, old gold silk and _ tulle; Mrs. 
William Boultbee, black silk and laze, jet 
ornaments; Miss Boultbee, white tulle and 


roses. 
. 


Some of those present were the Misses Allan, 
Mr. and Mrs. Armstrong, Miss Armstrong, 
Mr. W. T. Allan, Mr. A. J. Arnold, Miss 
Ardagh, Mrs. and Miss Aylesworth, Miss 
Atcheson, Mrs. Anthony, Mr. J. Atcheson, 
Miss Arnell, Mr. F. A. Anglin, Mr. and Miss 
Ashworth, Mifs Anderson, Miss Amory, Mr. 
and Mrs. H. W. D. Armstrong, Mr. and Mrs. 
Arnoldi, G. F..F. Arnoldi, Mr. H. C. Boulton, 
Mr, A. W. Ballantyne, Mr. and Mrs. Boswell, 
Mr. and Mrs. John Bain, Miss Bain, Mr. James 
W. Bain, Mrs.and Miss Boultbee, Mr.J, D. Bailey, 
Mr. and Miss Baldwia, Mr. and Mrs, G. T. 
Biackstock, Miss Beach, Mr. and Mrs. E. B. 
Brown, Mr. C. H. Barker, Miss M. Bridgland, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. W. 6 Miss Mary Bost- 
wick, Miss Boswell, Mr. J. T. N. Burnside, Mr. 
and Mrs, Boyd, Mr. G. A. Badgerow, Mr. A. C. 
F. Boulton, Miss Brotherhood, Miss Brough, 
Mr. George C, Biggar, Mr. R. R. Bougard, Miss 
Burnside, Miss Barnett, Mrs. and Miss Bar- 
gzess, Miss Bell, Mr. R. W. Bowes, Mr. J. F. 
Brown, Mr, and Mrs. Brownley, Miss Bucham, 
Miss Lena Bucham, Mrs. Bull, Miss Carrie 
Bull, Mrs. Bridgland, Mr. Arthur C. Black- 
wood, Miss Byrne, Mr. and Mrs. E. J. Baird, 
Miss Boulton, Miss M. Boulton, Mr. E. F. 
Blake, Mr. A. G. Brown, Miss W. 
Buchanan, Miss Burns, Mr. A. J. Boyd, 
Mr. R. and Miss Brayley, Mr. C. J. Bethune, 
Mr, and Mrs. William Creelman, Rev. Mr. and 
Mrs. Cayley, Miss Maud Corbett, Mr, and Mrs. 
James Crowther, J. H. Coburn, Miss M. 
Christie, Miss Campbell, Miss E. Cheney, Mis; 
A. Cheney, Mr, E, H. Copp, Mr. L G. Christie, 
the Misses Christie, Mr. and Mrs, Croil, Mr, 
Carling, Dr. J. A. Creasor, Mr. and Mrs. George 
S. Crawford, Mr. and Mrs, Jack Cushman, Mr. 
and Mrs. W. C. Crowther, Mr. J. K. Carling, 
Mr. William Cowan, Miss Cowan, Mr. ,H. K. 
Cameron, Mrs.- Campbell, Mr. and Mrs. E, 
Coatsworth, jr., Miss Clara Cox, Mr. A. D. 
Crooks, Miss Crooks, Mr. and Mrs. Cosby, Mr. 
D. H. Chisholm, Mr. W. C. Chisholm, Miss 
Creasor, Mr. A. Creelman, Mr. A. D. Cart- 
wright, the Misses Dick, Miss Dixon, Miss 
Dugga", Mr. and Mrs. E. A, Dawson, Mrs 
Dick, Mr. C. Dempsey, Dr. and Mrs. Doolittle, 
Mr. and Mrs. Arthur N. Denison, the Misses 
Despard, Mr. J. Dixon, Dr. and Miss Dawson, 
Mr, William Douglas, Mrs. Dempsey, Mr. 
N. F. Davidson, Miss Davidson Mr. 
Frank Drake, Mr. W.G. Dalton, Miss Dalton, 
Mr. Elliott, Mr. and Mrs. F. W. Flett, Mr. C. 
F. E, Evans, Mrs, H. A. Evans, Mr. W. G. 
Eakins, Mr. and Mrs. Everett, Miss Everett, 
Mrs. A, Fraser, Miss Ferguson, Mr. and Mrs. 
Fetherstonhaugh, Mr. and Mrs. John Foy, 
Mr. B. G._ Forsaith, Miss Forsaith, Mr. 


and Mrs. Folingsby, Judge Finkle, Miss 
Helen Foy, Miss Teresa For Miss Flood, 
Mr. J. F, Fife, Mr. J. M. Field, Miss A. Ferguson, 


Mr. R. J. Gibson, Miss Gibson, Mr. and Mrs. 
W. D. Gregory, Mr. W. M. Grant, Mr. G. W. 
Grote, Mr. and Mrs. Cecil Gibson, Mr. T. A. 
Gibson, Mr. E, F. Gunther, Miss Gunther, Mr. 
R, E. Gunther, Miss Emma Gray, Mr. J. Grant, 
Miss Grange, Mr. and Mrs. Genereaux, Miss 
Dora Gcoderham, Mr. ard Mrs, C. 8. Gran- 


tham, Mr. W. T. Gray, Mrs. Grantham, Miss. 


Grantham, Mr. and Mrs. T. P. Galt, Mr. and 
Mrs. J. C. Grace, Mr. A. D M. Gordon, Miss A. 
Gordon, Mr. F. M. Gray, Mr. F. H. Gray, Mr. 
A. M. Grier, Mr. and Mrs. Gunn, Mr. and Mrs. 
N. Glendinning, Miss L. Griffith, Mrs. Hore- 
tzky, Mrs. Hubbeli, Mr. Hope, Miss Horetzky, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. C. Haskett, the Misses Horns- 
worth, Miss Nannie Hillary, Mr. Holcroft, Mr. 
and Mrs. Alfred Hoskins, Mr. A. E. Hoskins, 
Mrs. Haldersbv, Mr. Sherlock Hubbard, Miss 
Hubbard, Miss J. Hutton, Miss Lucy Howard, 
Mr. G. A. Harcourt, Mr. F. W. Harcourt, Miss 
Harcourt, Mr. and Mrs. Hutchison, Mr. J. J 
Hughes, Miss Hughes, Mr. Percy Horrocks, 
Mrs. Heinemann, Mrs. Heron, Miss Hector, 
Miss Hodgetts, Miss R B. Henderson, Dr. W. 
H. Harris, Mrs, Hedley, the Misses Hedley, 
Mr. and Mrs. F, A. Hilton, Miss Eva Harvy, 
the Misses Hutton, Mr. and Mrs, Mark H. Irish, 
Mr. and Mrs, A. E. Jarvis, Mr. Jephcott, Mr. 
J. E. Jones, Dr. G. Johnston, Miss Jamieson, 
Mr. and Mrs. E. M. Jarvis, Miss E. L. Jones, 
Mr. R. L. Johnston, Miss Johnston, Mr. B. M. 
Jones, Mr. J. S. Johnston, Mr. W.R. John- 
ston, Mr. J. Kerr, Miss Kortright, Mr. and 
Mrs. John King, Mrs. Kirkpatrick, Miss 
Maude Kirkpatrick, Miss Kingsmill, Miss 
Grange Kingsmill, Miss Blossom Kingsmill, 
Miss Lily Kerr, Mr. and Mrs. M. Kert- 
land, Mics Kertland, Miss N. Kennedy, 
Mr. and Mrs. G. T. Lindsay, Mr. Wm. Lount, 
Mr. W. L. Lindsay, the Misses Lee, Mr, Lash, 
Miss Jean Laidlaw, Mr. F. P. Lee, Mr. E. M. 
Lake, Mr. and Mrs. A. G. F. Lawrence, Miss 
Leale, Miss Lye, Miss Lewis, Miss Lake, Miss 
F. Lee, Miss Langtry, Miss Lally, Mr. C. B. 
Lowndes, Mrs, L. and Miss Livingston, Mrs. 
W. and Miss Mulock, Mr. G. S. and Miss 
Michie, Miss Mary Monk, Mr. W. Lash Miller, 
Mr. J. H. Moss, Mrs. Moss the Misses Moss, 
Mrs, W. M. and M'ss Merritt, Mrs. Matheson, 
Mr. A. E, Mickle, Mr. Cesare J. Marani, Lt.- 
Col. and M's. Milligan, Miss M. Molesworth, 
Mr. Stuart Morrison, Mr. Thomas Mulvey, Mr. 
and Miss Milligan, Miss Meeking, Mr. J. 
Mitchison, Mr. C. J. Marlatt, Miss Marsh, Miss 
A. Marsh, Messrs. T. B. and F. R, Martin, Mr. W. 
H. Murray, the Misses E. A. and F. M. Mason, 
Mr, Charles Morse, Mr. W. J. and Mrs. Merrick, 
Mr. G. D. and Miss Minty, Mr. L. Meighen, 
M'ss Major, Mr. and Mrs, A. H. and Miss 
Marsh, Mr. and Mrs.C. E. Maddison, Mr. Percy 
Manning, the Misses L. and M. Meredith, Mrs, 
and Miss McDougall, Miss E. MeGibbon, Mr. 
William Mackenzie, Miss M. McWhirter. Mr. 
A. McKenzie, the Misses Emma and Louise 
McKenzie, Mrs. M. E. Maclennan, Mr. R J. 
Maclennan, Mr. J. G. Maclennan, Miss Mc- 
Collum, Miss Macdonell, Mr. and Mrs. J. A. 
McAndrew, Mr. A. McLean Macdonell, Mr. 
John McKerrall, Dr. McMahon, Capt. Me- 
Pherson, Mr. D. H. McMahon, Miss Alice 
McKelean, Mr. and Mrs, Campbell McDonald, 
M‘ss Florence McDonald, Mr. R. O, McCullough, 
Miss MacMahon, Mr. and Mrs. J. Bruce Mac- 
donald, Mr. J. K. McKnight, Mr. and Mrs, W. 
J. McKay, Mr. J. A. and Miss McMullen, the 
Misses McMicking, Miss Macdonald, Mr. and 
Mrs. William and Miss Maclean. Mr. and Mrs, 
Mackenzie, Mr. J. G. McKay. Mr. A. C. Mac. 
donell, the Misses Macdonel!l, Miss McCarthy, 
Mrs, McCollum, Mr. A. and the Misses Morphy, 
Mr. John Melintyre. Miss McWhinnev, Mrs. 
McDermid, the Misses McDermid, the 
Misses M. and A. Michie, the Misses Me- 
Cary, Mr. F. H. Mason, Mr, W. Mulock, jr., 
Mr, and Mrs. Albert Nordheimer, Mr. C. W. 
Noxon, Miss Lily Nunn, Mrs. Nairn, the 
Misses Nairn, Mr. J. Nairn, Mr. J. E. O'Con- 
nor, M'ss O'Connor, Mr, H.S. Osler, Dr. and 
Mrs. Oliphant, Mes. OGrady, Miss OGrady, 
Mrs. Patriarche, Miss Patriarche, Rev. M. Pit- 
man, Miss Palin, Miss Phipps, Mrs. James 
Phillips, Miss Proudfoot, Miss J, Proudfoot, 
Miss Pattullo, Mr. Pinkerton, Mr. D. M 
Prestcn, Dre. R. A. Pyne, Miss  Par- 
3:8, Miss Nellie Parsons, Miss Ethel 
Pa‘e, Mr. Piddington, the Misses Priestman, 
Mr. P. E. Rtchie, Miss Richardson. Miss 
Robarts, Mr. W. B. Raymond, Mr. and Mrs. C. 
H. Ritchie, Mr. H. Ray, Miss Ray, Mr. D, M. 
Robertson, Miss Robertson, Miss Louie Reeves, 
Mies Rich, Mr. G. M. Rae, Miss Rae, Mr. T. A. 
Staunton, Miss C. Stevenson, Mr, A. B. Scott, 
Miss Symons, Miss Kate Symons, Mr. D. T. 


pink and* 





Symons, Mr, D, T. Smith, Mr. D, E. Strickland, 

rr. Dw Strickland, Miss Sproatt, Mr. 
Harvey Smith, Mr, F. C. Snider, Mr, E, J. San- 
ford, Mr. and Mrs. Smith, Mr. H. and Miss 
Sullivan, Miss St. George, Mr. C. Swabey, Miss 
Lily Swabey, Mr. Wallie Stewart, Mr. and 
Mrs. D. B. Stevens, Miss Sedley, Mr. H. A. 
Sherrard, Mr. Hartley Scott, Miss Street, Miss 
Amy Street, Mr. Seymour, Miss Skae, Dr. C. E. 
Stacey, Miss Annie Smith, Miss Mary A. 
Smith, Hon. Frank and Mrs. Smith, Mr. G. R. 
Sweeney, Miss Seymour, Mrs. Skae, Mr? 
Street, Mrs. Saunders, Mr. and Mrs. Dyce 
Saunders, Mr. J. D. Shannon, Col. and Mrs. 
Sweny, Miss C. Smith, Miss Sins, Miss 
Shankle, Miss Stone, Mr. and Mrs. H. Symons, 
Miss Todd, Miss M. Thompson, Miss F. Thomp- 
son, Mr. John T. Thompson, Dr. and Mrs. 
Trow, Mr. and Mrs. James E. Thompson, Miss 
Thompson, Mr. F. Thompson, Mr. W. P. 
Thompson, Miss M. H. Thompson, Miss Taylor, 
the Misses Thomson, the Misses T+ mple, Mr. 
W. J. Wallace, Miss Wallace, Mrs. Wood: 
bridge, Miss Woodbridge, Mr. C. W. Webb, 
Mr. L. Watt, Miss Bessie Wylie, Miss Annie 
Wylie, Miss Louise Weatherston, Mr. G. 
F. Watson, Mr. and Mrs. James Walker, Miss 
May Watson, Mr. H. C. Webster, Mrs. J. 
Walker, Mr. H. Wyatt, Miss Mabel Wilson, 
Mr. and Mrs, S. G. ood, Mr. J. D. Walker, 


Mr. and Mrs. G. H. Watson, Mrs. T. F. Webb, |’ 


Miss Vivian, Mr. and Mrs. Vickers. Miss Virtue, 
Miss Jean White, Mr, and Mrs, Warwick, Mr. 
and Mrs, Fred Warrington, Miss Walker, Mr. 
R. Young, Miss Young. 


* 
Miss Parsons of Grange avenue welcomed 


friends to afternoon tea on Thursday last. 
* 


Mr. and Mes, Harcourt Vernon have issued 
invitations for a ball at the Oatario Society of 
Artists’ rooms on Monday night. 7 

* 


Mrs, Blackstock will welcome guests to din- 
ner on Monday night. 


Col. and M-s. Sweny have issued invitations 
for a dinner party on Monday evening. 
e 


Mrs. A. M. Cosby will give a luncheon in 
honor of Lady Stanley on Wednesday nex’. 
* 


Sir John and Lady Macdonald were in town 
for a couple of days this week. Lady Mac- 
donald was accompanied by Mrs. Dewdney, 
and though she did not leave her private car. 
received a large number of her friends, who 
went down to the depot to call upon her, 

* 


There will be a concert given in the Ontario 
Society of Artists’ rooms on February 13. Mrs, 
Gerritt and Mr. Francis Powers of New York 
will sing. Society will be well represented, 
and [ heard rumors of an informal dance at the 


close, 
* 


Miss- Michie of Wellington place gave _a 
luncheon party on Friday. 
° 


Mrs. Edward Blake welcomed a few musical 
friends on Friday. 


Mes, Betts of London is the guest of Mrs. 
Edward Blake. 


Mrs. J. K, Kerr will entertain guests at din- 
ner on Tuesday next. 


M:s. Brough of St. George street gave a 
dance last night. 


e 
The Misses D'Arcy Boulton of Spadina 
avenue welcomed friends to afternoon tea on 
Tuesday. 


Mrs. Edgar of Bloor street entertained 
friends at a musicale and dance on Thursday 
of last week. There were present the M sses 
Boulton, the Misses Homer Dixon, the Misses 
Wilkie, Miss Small, the Misses Bethune, the 
Misses Yarker, the Misses Ssymour, Miss 
Meredith, the M'sses Cartwright, Miss Bunt- 
ing, Mss Kingsmill, Mess:s, Wyld, Bunting, 
Young, Ridout, Thompson, Boulton, Badge- 
row and Evans. 


Mrs, William Mortimer Clarke of Wellington 
P.ace gave a brilliant At Home on Thursday 
evening last, music being the principal feature 
of the evening. Mrs, Clarke was assisted in 
receiving her guests by her two daughters. 
Mrs. Clarke wore black satin and light bro- 
cade. Miss Clarke, pale pink; Miss B. Clarke, 
white tulle and roses; Mrs. Cockburn, white 
brocade and diamonds; Mrs. Riordan, white 
brocade; Mrs. J. Scott, white lace and silk ; 
Mrs. Alexander, black and red ; Miss Boulton, 
black lace; Miss Helen Boulton, white tulle; 
Mrs. Ridout, seal brown velvet and gold 
embroidery; Miss Cawthra, waite, with 
pink roses; Miss Bessie Macdonald, white 
tulle with ruche of lily-of-the-valley ; Miss Par- 
sons, white tulle; Miss Emma Parsons, black 
lace; Miss Beaumont, black lace over white 
and diamond star in the hair; Miss Beatty, 
train and bodice of terra cotta faille with pet- 
ticoat of embroidered cream lisse and pearl 
ornaments ; Miss Thorburn, dark green tulle 
and satin; Mrs, Herun, black lace and pink 
rcses; Mrs. Henry Cawthra, slate grey silk 
and rubies. - 


Mrs. H. K. Merritt Simcoe street gave 
another of her very enjoyable five o'clock teas 
to a few friends on Wednesday afternoon. <A 
marked feature I hear was the large number of 
gentlemen present. 


Mrs. Irving Cameron gave five o'clock tea to 
a number of friends on Thursday last, 


Mrs. Hugh Macdonald of Wellington Place 
welcomed a large number of gues‘s to an At 
Home on Friday of lasi week. Her pretty 
rooms were gay with flowers and all pres2nt 
were mos} charmingly entertained by Mrs. Mc- 
Donald and her daughter. The hostess 
wore a black gown and M'‘ss Macdonald's 
toilette was of cream henrietta with pink 
trimmings. Among the guests were Mrs, 
Henry Cawthra, Miss Cawthra, Mrs. and Miss 
Beardmore, Mrs. Hume Blake, Miss Gussie 
Hodgins, Mrs. E. O. and Miss Bickford, Mre. 
Crowther, Mrs. Alexander, Mrs. Fraser Mac- 
donald, Miss Milligan, Dr, and Mrs. Wishart, 
Mr. George Beardmore, Mrs, and Miss Arthurs, 
Mrs, W. B. M«Murrrich, Miss Michie, Mr, G. 
Michie, Mr. Brock, Mr. and Mrs. Mortimer 
Clarke, Miss Clarke, Mr. and Mrs. Mowat and 
Mrs, Cosby, 


* 
Mrs, Scott of Carlton street welcomed friends 
to afternoon tea on Saturday of last week. 


Mrs, Snelling of Murray street welcomed a 
large number of friends to afternoon tea last 
Thursday at her pretty and artistic home, che 
Bungalow. Amongst the number I noticed 
were the Misses Beatty, Miss Beaumont, Mrs, 
Alfred Cameron, Mrs. Sweatman, Mr. Arthur 



















































Sweatman, Miss Parsons, Miss Covernton, Mrs. 
James Crowther, the Misses Seymour, Mrs. H. 
K. Merritt, Judge Finkle,-Mr. Percy Hodgins, 
Mre, MacDougall, Miss Small, Mr. A. Hoskins. 
Miss Hugel, Miss Vankoughnet and others. 

* 


The Misses Douglas of Spadina avenue gave 
afternoon tea to a little company of friends on 
Thursday. 


. 
Mrs. Marsh of Avenue road gives an At 
Home this afternoon. 
* 


Miss Kate Turner of Hamilton is the guest 
of the Misses Douglas of Spadina avenue. 


Mrs. Cosby of College street entertained a 
number of friends at dinner on Tuesday. 
Among those present were: Mr. and Mrs. 
Cockburn, Col. and Mrs. Denison, Mr. and 
Mrs. Walter Dickson, Dr. and Mrs. Temple. 
Mr. and Mrs, Blackstock, Prof. and Mrs, Gold- 
win Smith, Mr. S. Nordheimer, Miss Stewart 
of Port Hope, and Mr. Amory of Boston. 

* 


Mrs. Beardmore gave a dinner party on 
Monday. Among the guests were: Mr. and 
Mrs. W. Baines, Mr. and Mrs. Pitman of Iowa, 
Mr. and Mrs. Blackstock, Miss Macdonald, Mrs. 
Fitzgibbon, Mr. Langton, and Mrs. Alfred 
Beardmore. : 


Sir Charles and Lady Tupper will leave Eng 
land shortly to pay a visit to their daughter 
Mrs. Cameron, wife of Major-General Cameron 
of the Royal Military College at Kingston. 


The officers and members of the Alert Club 
will welcome their friends to an At Home in 
the Academy on February 5, 

* 


Zetland’s At Home, on Friday night last, was 
attended by a large and brilliant assemblage of 
enthusiastic dancers, The mysticism of the 
ties which bind Masons together is perhaps 
responsible for our astonishment at finding 
them so well acquainted one with the other, 
and such excellent friends. This feeling of 
friendliness pervades even the largest of their 
social gatherings, and is an important factor 
in the sum total of happiness. Among those 
present were Mr. and Mrs. A. B. Cordingly, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Haskett, Mr. and Mrs. 
George Crawford of Brampton, Miss Mont- 
gomery of Brantford, Mr. and Mrs, M. T. Leis- 
ter, Miss Edith Dunn, Miss Birdie Dunn, Miss 
A. Smith of London, Mr. J. Jacques, Mr. A, 
Shaw, Mr. W. Bethune of Owen Sound, Mr, 
E. B. Myers, Miss Creasor of Owen Sound, Miss 
MacWhirter of Owen Sound, Miss Keating of 
Ingersoll, Mr. W. M. Grant, Mr. Thomas 
Baker of Barrie, Mr. and Mrs. Harry Rogers of 
Chicago, Mr. and Mrs. E. W. Cox, Mr. and Mrs, 
F. G. Cox, Mr. and Mrs, E, T. Malone, Mr. and 
Mrs, C. A. B. Brown, Col, and Mrs, Hamilton, 
Mrs. Wilbur of Brooklyn, Mr. J. King, Miss 
King, Mr. and Mrs. Pringle, Dr. and Mrs, 
Garrett, Mr. James Mathews, Dr. and Mrs. 
Brittain, Capt. and Mrs, Furnival, Mr. and 
Mrs. H. A. Taylor, Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Taylor, 
Mr. and Mrs. T. G. Foster, Mr. and Mrs. W. A. 
Carrick, Dr. and Mrs. Praber, Dr. Thistle, Miss 
Carrick, Mr. and Mrs. A. W. Abbott, Mr. and 


Mrs. A. Dennis, Mr. and Mrs. R. Dennis, Miss 


Chard of Falmouth, Eng., Mr. M. A. Mac- 
kenzie, Miss Jacobi, Dc. and Miss Capon, Mr. 
R. C. Donald, Mr. and Mrs. James Lumbers, 
Miss Lumbers, Mr. J. Morphy, Miss Morphy, 
Miss Breen, Mr. Wallace Finch, Miss Kennedy, 


Mr. and Mrs, J. R. Walker, Miss Foster, Miss 


Smith of Buffalo, Mr. and Mrs, T. A. Gregg, 
Mr. W. A. Doyle of Montreal, Miss Foy, Mr. E. 
A. Badenach, Mr. E. and Miss Burns, Mr. and 


Mrs. J. C. Spotten, Mr. and Mrs, A. Parker, Miss 


Parker, Miss McKay, Miss Fannie Fraser, Mr. 
and Mrs, Ardette, Mr. and Mrs. A. Reid, Mr. 
and Mrs. John Earls, Mr. F. B. and Miss Pol- 
son, Dr, F. Cane, Mr. and Mrs. Dyas, Mr. S. E. 
Cunningham, Mr. and Mrs. F. W. Flett, Mr. 
Alfred Dixon, Mr. and Mrs. A. Trow, Mr. and 
Mrs. J. R. Bingham, Mr. and Mrs. G. A. Mac- 
pherson, Mr. and Mrs, G. Kappele, Miss Mc 
Call, Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Scales, the Misses 
Scales, Mr. E. and Miss Littlejohn, Miss Beach, 
Mr. and Mrs. Thomas McIlroy, Miss Badgerow, 
Mr. and Mrs. G. M. Rose, Miss Bugg, Miss 
Susie McLellan of Brampton, Dr. and Mrs, 
Snellgrove, Mr. and Mrs, L. J. Cosgrove, Mr. 
W. and Miss Jones, Mr. W. J. and Miss Darby, 
Mr. W.C. Meredith, Mr, and Mrs. C. Brush, 
Miss Ida Powell, Mr. and Mrs. C. Powell, Mr. 
and M-s.J. Oliver, Mr. and Mrs. G. F. Shep- 
ley, Mr. F, Climo, Miss F. Stinson, Mr. C. and 
Miss Morrison, Mrs. Gledden of New York, 
Mr. and Mrs. George Trory, Mr. and Mrs. H. 
Haslam, Miss Spooner, Miss Hatch of Whitby, 


Miss McLeod of Woodstock, Miss Hope of 


Bowmanville, Miss Wilcock of Guelph, Miss A. 
Mullen of Brampton, Miss Claxton, Miss Ash- 
borne, Mr. and Mrs. A. Haywood, Mr. and Mrs, 
H. Lownes, Miss Lownes, Miss M. Kendall, 
Mr. G. J. Bennett, 


Mrs, Lindsay of Beverley street gave a de- 
lightfully arranged afternoon tea on Tuesday. 


The little Misses Nevitt, daughters of Dr. 


Nevitt of Jarvis street, entertained a number 


of friends on Friday, January 16. Between 
seventy and eighty little ones enjoyed the wel!- 


planned hospitality and entered with joyous 


enthusiasm into the games and other amuse- 
ments provided. 


Miss Maude Allan of Alexander street, er- 


tertained a number of guests on Wednesday of 


last week. i 


Mrs. F. D. Canfield of Ingersoll is the guest 
of her brother, Mr. Noxon at 171 John street. 


Miss Mary Reid of Pembroke street gave a 
most enjoyable At Hometo her many young 
friends on Friday evening, January 23. 

cs 


One of the pleasantest concerts which 1 have 
attended for some time was the one given by 
(Continued on page Eleven.) 


VISITING CARDS | 
At Home Cards, Ball Invitation, Dance 


Programmes, &e. 
INVITATION AND CARDS 


James Bain & Son 
FINE STATIONERS 
39 King Street East, Toronto 
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Gentlemen’s Gloves. for Evening Wear 


Special lines just received in Lined Gloves, Mitts and 
Heavy Driving Gloves. 


EVENING DRESSES A SPECIALTY 
WM. STITT & CO., 11 & 13 King 8t. E., Toronto 


HE TORONTO ART GALLERY, WITH 
dressing and smoking rooms, is avail- 
able for ‘ Private Bal s,” ‘‘ At Homes,” “ Re- 
ceptions.” Rent—Afternoons, $20; even- 
ings, $36. Apply GEO. C. DOWNES, at 
the Gallery. 


TAKE THE OLD RELIABLE 


CUNARD 


SS. LINE 


FOR EUROPE 


SS. AURANIA JAN. 31 


W. A. GEDDES - - Agent 
69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Miss MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WEST, 

Is prepared for the balance of the season to sell 
Millinery Goods, Veilings, Ribbons, Ete. 
AT GREATLY REDUCED RATES. 

Also Costumes, Trimmings and Fans. 


SPECIAL, 
The Dressmaking de artment is still under competent 
management. 


WINTER 


TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


TRANSATLANTIC 


LOW RATES NOW IN FORCE 
BARLOW 





CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 8.8. and B.R. Agt., 72 Yonge Street, Toroate 


N. G. LLOYD §S.S. LINE 


Patronized by those who desire comfort 
with excellence 
Fast route to Southampton, London, and Continent. 
Ss MSs dasavecdotcenceere Wednesday, Feb. 4 
MND avvndcbeteebhandd tae Saturday, “ 
Pe An 355sredsensssgined Wednesday, “ 11 


WINTER RATES NOW IN FORCE 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 
72 Yonge St., Toronto. 


QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY 
BERMUDA 


Sixty hours from New York, THURSDAYS 


BARBADOS 


Trinidad and West Indies, FORTNIGHTLY 
ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary Quebec 8.8. Co., Quebec 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 
72 Wonge Street, Toronto, 





Looking Down on a Snow Storm from 
Mount Washington. 


If there was no other diversion on Mount 
Washington, watching the intermittent extinc- 
tion and generation of the clouds affords suf- 
ficient interest to occupy much of the time, 
There are ‘* best days” for this, however, as 
well as for the other sights, The summit of 
the mountain must be clear and the sun should 
shine brightly. Then, if a snow-storm forms, 
say a mile below, one of the most enchanting 
of all natural convulsions delights the observer. 
The unsubstantial formations rival in grandeur 
the solid mountainsthemselves, Disturbed by 
the warm air below them, and chilled by the cold 
blasts above, the great seas of vapor begin to 
roll and tumble and pitch, until a regular tem- 
pest forms and sways them ail. The billows 
form great swells and depressions. They break 
angrily against the rocky mountain, and their 
snowy spray flies high in the air. Rising and 
falling, twisting and tangling, they tell of the 
falling flakes and grinding snow dust with 
which the earth is being visited. The more 
the commotion, the more active is the fall 
going on below. How they toss and tumble, 
and how magnificent are the changes of light 
and shade! 

I witnessed the finest show I ever saw of this 
nature, one afternoon, about half an hour be- 
fore sunset. The great orb seemed to sink into 
a sea of saffron, yet it shone with almost pain- 
ful brilliancy. Suddenly, upon the cloud sur- 
face in front of my standpoint, a mile below 
my feet, a great mass of shining light appeared. 
It was as brilliant as the sun, and of about the 
same color. It was a “sun-dog ’—the image of 
the sun reflected on the white bosom of the 
snow-storm. It remained in sight for some 
time and was caught by the camera, The 
snow-storm continued, and the sun departed 
amid an attendance of clouds equal in glory to 
any summer sunset I ever saw. The coloring 
upon the meper surface of that raging snow- 
storm was beyond the gift of the painter to 
counterfeit.—From Mount Washington in Win- 
ter, by Edward L, Wilson, in February Scrib- 
ner. 


—_—+o— —_--———— 


A Cool Location. 

Parlor Car Papenges Petter, this car is 
very draughty. I feel chilly. 

Porter—Can’t help it, sir. There's a party 
of the New Yerk’s Four Hundred in one end 
and a lot of Philadelphia exclusives in the 
other, and you’re sittin’ right between ‘em. 


—————S re 
A Pious Fraud. 
Chandler—You are wrong. I can’t think 
Harris is a fraud. 1 have seen him weep when 


& . 

uller—Humph! That was to adulterate 

what milk of human kindness he had in him,— 
Detroit Free Press. 
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the fatherless girl, came before my eyes, 
and I found myself yearning for news of 
the murderer's capture. Life is a blessed 
privilege. Wedo not justly value it until we 
have at least once faced death. We mourn the 
loss of loved ones. We pity those whose own 
misdeeds have cost them their lives. We hold 
human life as sacred—a thing upon which vio- 
lent hands should not be laid. Yet the law is 
often compelled to smother out a wicked life, 
in that the heart plans wickedness, which is a 
mightier evil than any good which the per- 
petrator could be expected to achieve. It is as 
if the law measured a man’s action and weighed 
the good in him. If the calculation shows that 
the misdeeds are in the ascendancy, the value 
of the man’s life is decreased. He is levelled 
almost to the brute creation. The sacredness 
which hedges a noble life is wanting. The 
bestial nature stands forth. We shudder, yet 
feel far less sorrow ata felon’s death than at 
that of the good man whose life he took. 

We live upon the earth and enjoy all the 
privileges we can wrest from the age into 
which we were born. So long as we do not 
seriously interfere with others, we follow our 
own bent. Our lives are valued by the state. 
They are an item in the population, their voice 
and influence isa power. But when we grow 
dangerously wicked and menace other lives, 
we lessen our value, forfeit our right to protec- 
tion and pay the penalty. Icisright. Wicked- 
ness deserves punishment. We are not yet of 
such angelic temperaments that we can forgive 
all things. And when one life—even with all 
its sacredness, is marred by the machinations 
of a depraved heart, justice demands that it 
should be taken. It is dangerous and without 
value. 















































Boudoir Gossip. 


‘“‘One may smile and 
smile and be a villain.” 
—Hamlet, 
Y all means let us 
still smile. Not all 
who smile are vil- 
lains. Most of us, 
I know, think we 
know real smiles; 
but then the imi- 
tations are often- 
times very good 
ones, The smile 
which comes straight from the good-nature 
apartment of the heart, and curves the mouth 
into pleasant looking lines, is likely to be 
found upon the face ofan honest soul. In real 
smiles, it is not the mouth alone that is altered 
in expression, The nostril widens with merri- 
ment, the eye dances, and very often the 
cheeks are joyous in their dimpled beauty. No 
mere parting of mechanically-moved lips 
should be dignified by the word smile. 

During this past week, I have looked at the 
mouth of each face I have scanned, and the 
study of that feature was a most interesting 
one. My favorite field of observation—the 
restaurants—were practically of no use to me, 
b2eause the eating apparatus was the one in 
very active operation, and feelings, thoughts, 
ambitions even were disturbed from the lines 
and corners where they had ensconced them- 
selves when mouths were in repose. 

There are two grand divisions of lips—those 
which show self-control, and those which be- 
tray indecision and lack of self-government. 
These can be divided and sub-divided with re- 
gard to their other characteristics and thedegree 
to which the nose, brows and eyes influence, 
correct or intensify their curves. 

All can call to mind the emotionless lips of 
some one they have seen. They are almost 
straight, very thin, bloodless apparently, and 
when accompanied by small eyes and thin eye- 
brows exhibit coldness, shrewdness, reserve 
and an almost repellant nature. Such a mouth 
we3 the exclusive property of a man who sat 
opposite me in a poky accommodation train 
yesterday. He was sleepy and cross, and those 
firm, white, cruel-looking lips were used to 
manufacture one of the biggest yawns I ever 
saw. 

The nicest mouth I have noticed this week 
belongs to a Toronto girl. I do not often see a 
woman whom I call beautiful. I believe I 
judge harshly, but that girl’s face has stayed be- 
fore my eyes for nearly a week. The mouth 
was not the least beautiful part, though eyes, 





* 

Dear Maiden in Brown,—Your kind letter 
was duly received. I will make quotations 
from it, and answer it in next week’s issue, 
for, by mistake, it was left away up town with 
the teapot and the pussies, 


There was a sleepy, tired crowd on a train 
the other night. We were all longing for To- 
ronto, and the very accommodating train was 
stopping at all the flag stations and crossings 
on the line. A tired-out man was sleeping 
heavily and began to interfere with the rest, 
meditation and nerves of the other passengers 
by the introduction of a most unmusical snore. 
A commercial traveler, who was taking forty 
winks, was aroused, and as he sat up, he bent 
a look of most thorough contempt upon the 
unconscious sleeper. He went right on. Peo- 
ple turned around to satisfy themselves that it 
was a human being who was responsible. The 
brakeman grinned, and one rough lad said to 
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One Week's Successful Sale 


To the readers of this page, who 
we think, may be interested, we 
have lett some Cream, Black and 
Pink Fish ne s, which we are clear 
ing out at 19c. and 26c. per \d.. and 
those who went a prettv Ball Dress 
at next to nothing. Call at once. 
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THE GOODYEAR RUBBER STORB is,.2 nc 
Great Bargains in Furs 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 
JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


We have decided to mark our immense stock of FINE FURS DOWN 
60 PER CENT. rather than carry them over till next season. This will 
give intending purchasers a GRAND OPPORTUNITY to purchase RE- 
LIABLE FURS much below their ORIGINAL COST OF MANUFAC- 
TURE. We guarantee every article sold; no wholesale job lots or old- 
fashioned stuff, but every article manufactured under the direct super- 
vision of our Mr. James Harris, who, being a practical turrier, enables us 
to offer better goods and better value than any other opposition house in 
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cheeks and nose were objects of my intense 
admiration. Her lips were a healthy hue of 
crimson, The lines were firm. I should think 
that the proud spirit would brovk no unneces- 
sary interference, but a most artistic swell of 
the crimson told me of a warm heart and 
imaginative faculties. The up-turned corners 
spoke of merriment, and the firm under lip 
indicated self-control. There was no malice 
about that mouth—no petulance, no deceit. It 
was perfect in its womanliness, and beautiful 
because of the tenderness of heart and the fine- 
ness of mind. 

People cannot be villains and smile real 
heart-whole smiles. They cannot be ccarse in 
speech, wicked in heart and overshrewd in busi- 
ness, without confessing their faults to the 
observing world. The hirsute adornments of 
the masculine portion of the community are 
often splendid screens for tell-tale lips. If 
some of our friends were to appear before us 
minus their mustaches, we would not need to 
employ palmistry to tell them their disposi- 


tions. 
o 


However much we may love the sound of 
breaking waves, and the sight of the swaying 
restless surface of our lake, we generally avoid 
it in the winter. Not always, for some of us 
know its beauty in the height of a storm of 
driving northern rain. It seems most grand 
in its desolation, more boundless in its stretch 
of gray, unenlivened by sails, more human and 
less of a commercial convenience when the 
notes of its breaking waves are not lost amid 
discordant steam whistles, and when the 
monotonous music of the ebb does not become 
mingled with the regular beat of steamers. 

On Saturday I watched the Humber Bay at 
sunset, when the great red ball broke away 
from its cloud-captors and flung its rose-tinted 
light upon the tossing water. Perhaps it was 
the sun-light, which the day had denied us, or 
it may have been the splendor of the crimson 
or the rocking waves, or the dazzling glint of 
the ice-fettered spray, or memories of summer's 
pleasures, but that burst of sunshine stilled 
two chattering tongues, and two girls looked 
from a car window with delighted, yet dreamy 
eyes, untila lurch twisted the train around a 
curve and the reddened water passed out of 


their vision’s range. 
* 


Women should not have opinions—men say. 
But of course they know we will and we 
keep right along having them just as 
we intended to. We have all stood by 
and heard the lords of creation discuss 
capital punishment, and we have either 
vindictively exclaimed : ‘‘ Of ccurse murderers 
should hang,” or shudderingly whispered ‘‘ It 
is dreadful to take life and send the immortal 
part of a wicked man or woman into eternity.” 
I have listened to sermons, read able editorials, 
heard thinking people express carefully con- 
sidered opinions, and given ear to the founda- 
tionless argument of the proverbial ‘ fool” 
who rushes upon ground where even the 
angels are careful which way their footprints 
point. 

Yesterday, as I stepped into an omnibus in a 
little village seventy miles away, the driver 
told a gentleman standing near of that 
brutality in Ancaster. It was the theme of 
conversation during a part of the drive to the 
station, and on arriving in Hamilton, people 
discussed it in excited voices. I read the head- 
lines of the somewhat sensational account in a 
Hamilton paper, glanced over the shocking 
details and noted the degree of interest it 
possessed for those about. 

I thought of the little village with its sleepy 
stores and its rambling hotel, of the stage 
which traverses the mountain road, and of the 
old gray-haiced man murdered in his own 
quiet home, struck down while defending his 
rights and his dear ones, The aged widow, 







another : “‘ Ain’t he goin’ it?” 

Just across from this musical individual, a 
young girl sat. She had a violin case on the 
seat in front, and she looked at it dreamily, 
then with the animation of a _ bright 
thought. One swift glance she gave to 
the snorer, then swept a questioning eye 
about the car, scanning the faces of her fellow- 
sufferers. A moment later a lively bit of 


music drowned the sleeper’s sonata, and eighths 
and sixteenths tripped, dropped and glided 
from the violin bow until the whole atmos- 
— was a-quiver with delightful sounds. 
he man was not visibly awakened, but his 
snoring apparatus was silent through shame, 
and the passengers blessed the girl with the 
violin. Ciip CAREW. 
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The Ideal Reporter. 


To be a good reporter, writes Col. Eugene 
Field in the Chicago News, these qualifications 
are necessary: Health, the news instinct, a 
sense of humor, the ability to write a simple 
style in a legible hand, eternal vigilance, tem- 
perance, amiability, patience, determination 
and ambition. Then, furthermore, it behooves 
the reporter to be a constant student and 
reader, informing himself fully upon every 
variety of subject that interests mankind. For 
the profession of newspaper reporting we have 
the highest regard, and we find pleasure in 
this opportunity of saying that from the com- 
panionship of newspaper reporters we have de- 
rived incalculable profit, for of all classes and 
conditions of men (excepting, perhaps, the 
printer), the newspaper reporter seems to 
abound most liberally in wit, humor, invention, 
generosity, good nature, patience, pluck, forti- 
tude, and those other qualities and accomplish- 
ments which do so much toward brightening 
and bettering human life. 





His Money or His Life. 
Salesman (with clerical emphasis)—Cash ! 
Farmer Backwoods—Y-y-yes ; don’t sh-sh- 
shoot. I’m a g-gettin’ it fast as I-I c-c-can,— 
Texas Siftings. 





Fine Tailoring. 

The Theater and Opera season together with 
the various Masonic At Homes and the Yacht 
Club bali about to take place, a few sugges- 
tions in reference to dress would not be out 
of place. As to dress at dramatic performances 
the lines are not so closely drawn, but for such 
a time and place as Zetland At Home, which 
was held last evening, the full evening dress is 
the proper thing. Having received a large num- 
ber of orders for it as well as for the Yacht 
Club ball, I would call your attention to the 
very fine line of dre-s suitings and fancy even- 
ing dress vestings, which I have just received, 
oma would ask your inspection, Henry A. 
Taylor, the fashionable West End tailor, No. 1 
Rossin House Block. 





The favorite plant for table and parlor decorations. Fine 
health plants from $1.00 up. Palms two feet high for $2.50. 
Having imported a bin 4 owe stock of Palms, we are able 
to seli them at a m cheaper rate than ever before of- 
tered in Toronto. Also 

Roses, 


a spec sity, Floral Tri 
8. TIDY & SON, 164 Yonge Street. 


Conservatories and Greenhouses—477 and 490 Ontario 


Street, Toronto. 
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AT THE STORE OF THE 


Gh W. SHAVER C0, Ltd 


244 Yonge Street 


We will advertise a revision and reduction of prices next 
week, Watch this space. 


THE OWEN 
ELECTRIC BELT 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 


Head Office 7 . : Chicago, Mil. 





Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $60,000 





71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. C. PATTERSON, Manager for Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal in 
this or any other country. Fully covered by patents. 

RHEU HATISM 
is found wherever man is found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only been in 
use ag a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous galvanic current, as 
generated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
be applied directly to the affected parts. 

WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman’s 
friend, for its merits are equal as a preventive and curative 
for the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It is nature’s 
cure. 

The following are among the diseases cured by the use 
of THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELTS: 


Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 

Neuralgia eens 

Dy’ a mpotency 

eatin Sexual Exhaustion 
m Paralysis 


Spinal Diseases 
ervous Complaints 
Urinary Diseases 
General Ill-Health 
CHALLENGE. 

We challenge the world to show an Klectric Belt where 
the current is under the contro) of the patient as com- 
pletely as thie, We can use the same belt on an infant 
that we use on a giant by simply reducing the number of 
celle. The ordinary belts are not eo. 

WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 
Other belte have been in the market for five and ten 
ears longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 
actured and sold than all other makes combined, The 

people want the best. 

All persons desiring information regarding the cure of 
ACUTE, CHRONIC and NERVOUS DISEASES please in- 


Lu ‘0 

General Debility 
Liver Complaint 
Kidney Disease 
Female Complaints 


close SIX (6) CENTS and write for Illustrated Catalogue. 


THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT CO. 


Tl King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 
Mention this paper. 





Flirtation, Lovers’ Telegraph, Magic 


the trade 
not deal in cheap goods. 


All our furs are made from the finest grades of skins. 
This sale will enable the public to buy FIRST- 


We do 


CLASS GOODS as low as the inferior article can be purchased for. Now 


is your chance. 


a business of $1,600 a day for thirty days. 


Cash buyers will get every advantage, as we must do 


Don’t forget. Sale com- 


mences Eaturday. Special attention given to LETTER ORDERS. 


JAMES HARRIS &© Co. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


FOR 


Balls, Soirees, Concerts, Theaters, Photos, | 
ases, 


Weddings, Fancy and Historical 
Coiffures, Pondree, etc. 


Ladies who desire their hair 
dressed at 


Armand’s Hair Store 


Are agiin kindly requested to 
make their appointments several 
days in advance to prevent disap- 
pointment, which has happened to 
some of our best and regular cus- 
tomers. 








Telephone 2498 


Ladies’ Hair Trimming, Singe- 
ing and Shampooing. Hair 
dried thoroughly by machine. — 

Specialty in Long Hair 
Switches in any color, shade, 


size and price. Latest styles of Frontpieces, ready made 
or made to order, on shortest notice. 


Armand's Hair Store 


407 Yonge Street 407 
Telephone 2498. Toronto, Ont. 


DORENWEND'S 


Is the Leading House for 
Fashionable 


WHAIR GOODS 


The latest and most 
ARTISTIC STYLES 
In Wigs, Bangs, Switches, 

etc. 





Lrgest, Best and Cheapest 
ouse in the Dominion. 


Finest Hair Dressing Rooms 
on the Continent. 





Telephone 1551 


105 Yonge St. 


Send for circular. 








BUY THE GENUINE 


Rovers Bros. IS] A | Goods 


Knives 
Forks 
ana SPoons 


First-class in every respect and fully warranted by the 


manufacturers. 


JEWELERS 


DAVIS BROS. 130 Yonge St. 130 





a s Bex *—Full of Wonderful Thin 
| ood Actresses and Pretty Girls, The en 
5 Wheel Fortune Teller, Dictionary of Dreams, Guide to 
Table, Magic 


uare, 200 Selections for Autograph ibums, 79 Money 


8q 
ing Secrets, 20 Popular Songs, 54 Tricks in Magic, 54 
iouanmnes The Dea and Dumb Alphabet, Morse Tele- 


Alphabet, Calender for the ourrent year and our 
ne new Catalogue of Xmas and New Year Toye, Books 


and Novelties. ALL sent to you by mail, FREE, for onl 
6o. silver, for postage. A. W. KENNEY, Yarmcuth, N. 





? § e 9 | aria ta,” a — 
Ladies Hair-Yressing BONN WARE-1755 


| CACTUS DECORATIONS (the latest) 


A nice assortment of this celebrated ware in 


Flower Bowls, &c. 


BELLEEK (trish) 


Another case containing 


-oe Tea Cups and Saucers, After 
| Dinner Coffees, After Dinner Chocolates, 
Bon Bon Shells, Trays, &c. 


FRENCH CHINA 


All the new designs and decorations. 


| WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 
WILLIAM JUNOR 


Telephone 2177 
109 King St. West . ~ 


Some corsets 
are never easy, 
there is al- 
ways a stiffness 
about them and 
the period of 
breaking them 
in has no end. What a relief 
it is then, that there is at least 
one corset that is absolutely 
faultless, that fits perfectly, 
that needs only a trial to con- 
| vince the most skeptical of its 
;wonderful merit. Why not 

try it? It is surely worth 
while, for the money is re- 
turned if you are not satisfied, 
hence you run no risk. 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 


CROMPTON CORSET CO. 
THE NARRAGANSET 


mn \ Op «| 





Toronto 
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HOME EXERCISER 

shown in above illustration) is the most perfect apparatus 
= devised for indoor exercise. It ts perfectly noiseless, 
no oil or lubrication of any kind is required, it occupies 
only a few inches of floor room, and can be instantly ad- 
justed to suit the aaa of ey en. It can be set up 
anywhere ready for use in a few minutes, with the aid only 
Se ween taalen te ean on 
man. man or 

specially valuable for the use of ladies and children. 
and see it or send for list and descriptive catalogue 
nS ALLAN, 35 King st. West, Toronto, Agent 
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The World, The Flesh and The Devil 





BY MISS M. 
Author of “ Lady Audley’s Secret,” “The Day 





E. BRADDON 


Will Come,” ** Vixen,” “* Like and Unlike,” ete 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER IV. 
LIFE UPON NEW LINES. 


The season. of nightingales was past, but 
there were plenty of roses still, and it was 

easant to sit on the lawn and hear the plash 
of the tide, and see the stars come slowly out, 
large and red in the smoke-cainted atmos here, 
above the tufted elms of Hurlingham. oger 
Larose talked his best in that dim light, and 
Gerard, who had been silent and moody at the 
little dinner in Hertford street yesterday, was 
to night as joyous as the thrushes that were 
singing their evening hymn in the cool dusk of 
deserted shrubberies. And all the difference— 
the difference between despair and gladness, 
between gloom and mirth, between eager de- 
light in life aud utter weariness of spirit, had 
been brought about by the most sordid factor 
in the sum of man’s existence—filthy lucre. 

No ma'ter the cause when the effect was so 
enchanting. Gerard's elation communicated 
itself to his companions. More champagne was 
consumed at that little table in the garden than 
at any other party of four in the club, and yet 
the house was crowded with diners, and there 
were other groups scattered here and there, 
banqueting under the roof of heaven. Lightest 
talk and giaddest laughter beguiled the hours 
till nearly midnight, when Mrs. Gresham re- 
membered an early service at a ritualistic 
temple in Holborn, and entreated to be taken 
home at once, so that she might secure-certain 
hours of pious seclusion before dawn. . 

Gerard had requested that no word of his 
altered fortunes should be spoken before Roger 
Larose. He and the rest of the- world would 
hear all about his good luck in due course ; but 
he shrank from the idea of endless congratula- 
tions, very few of them cordial and disinter- 
ested. Time enough when the inexorable 
Illustrated London News had acquainted so- 
ciety with the particulars of Ebenezer Mil- 
ford's will. ‘ 

The two*women had behaved with discre- 
tion, and although Larose wondered a little at 
the superb indifference with which Hillersdon 
paid forthe dinner, and left the change of a 
ten pound note to the waiter, knowing that 
of late his friend had suffered from youth’s 
commen malady of impecuniousness, he as- 
ecribed this freedom only to some windfall 
which atforded temporary relief. 

On their way to the carriage Mrs. Gresham 
contrived to get Hillersdon all to herself, while 
“Larose and Mrs. Champion walked in advance 
of them. 

‘“‘Dear Mr. Hillersdon, a fortune such as 
yours is a vast responsibility for a Christian,” 
she began solemnly. 

**] haven't looked at it in that light, Mrs. 
Gresham, but I own that it will takea good 
deal of spending.” 

“*It will, and the grand thing will be to 
secure good results for your outlay. There is 
one good thing I should like to introduce to 
your notice before you are beset by appeals 
from strangers. The chief desire of my hus- 
band’s heart, and I may say also of mine, is to 
enlarge our parish church, now altogether in- 
architectural and inadequate to the wants of 
the increased congregation which his eloquence 
and strength of character have attracted. In 
the late incumbent's time the church used to 


be half empty, and mice ran about in the gal- | 


jery. We want to build a transept which 
would absorb the existing chancel, and to add 
a new and finerchancel. It will be a matter of 
several thousands, but we have many promises 
of help if any benefactor would give a large 
donation — say a thousand guineas—to start 
the fund in a really substantial manner.” 

**My dear Mrs. Gresham, you forget that I 
am a parson’s son. Dog doesn’t eac dog, you 
know. I have no doubt my father’s church 
needs enlargement. I know it has a pervading 
mouldiness which calls for restoration. I must 
think of him before I start your fund.” 

*“*Tf you have not yet learnt how to spend 
your fortune you at least know how to take 
care of it, Mr. Hillersdon,” said Mrs. Gresham, 
with some asperity, and then recovering her- 
self she continued airily, ‘It was rather too 
bad of me perhaps to plague you so soon, but 
in the cause of the church one must be impor- 
tunate in season and out of season.” 

‘Lhey went through the house and waited in 
the vestibule while the carriage was brought 
to the door, and they all went back to town 
together in the barouche, and wound up with 
an after-midnight cup of tea in Mrs, Cham- 
pion’s delightful drawing-room, a labyrinth of 
iuxurious chairs, and palms, and Indian 
screens, and many-shaped tables, loaded with 
bric-a-brac of the costliest kind, glimmering 
faintly in the tempered light of amver-shaded 
lamps. 

* IT like the French custom of midnight tea,” 
said Larose. 
and shortens the night of the brain.” 

Mrs. Gresham slipped away with ostentatious 
stealthiness after a hasty cup of tea; but the 


others sat late, beguiled by the coolness and 
repose of the atmosphere, they three alone in | 
the spacious room, with its perfume of tea- 
roses and shadow of dark fan-shaped leaves. 


Edith Champion was not a person of many 
accomplishments, She reither p!ayed nor 
sang, she neither painted pictures nor wrote 
verses, pr:ferring that such things should be 


done for her by those who made it the business 
! 
But she was | 


of their lives to do them well. 
past-mistress of the decorative art, and there 
vere few women in London or Paris who could 
»pproach her in the arrangement of a drawing 
room. 

** My drawing room is part of myself,” she 
said; “it reflects everv shade of my character, 
and changes as I change.’ 

It was past one o'clock when Hillersdon and 
Larose left Hertford street. 
the Park looked almost rcmantic in the moon- 


light. That cup of strong Indien tea had 
worked the usual effect of such potions, and 
bo'h men were disinclined to go home to the | 


uninviting seclusion of a lodging-house bed 
room. 

‘* Shall we go to the Petunia?” asked Larose, 
suggesting one of those after-midnight clubs 
where the society is decidedly mixed, and the 
champagne fiftv per cent. dearer than at the 
Carlton or the Reform. 

**I detest the Petunia.” 

**The Smali Hours, then? 
teally good music now, and we can get devilled 
bones or a lobster to our supper.” 


** Thanks, no; I have had enough of society | 
—even yours, which is always delightful. [| 


am going for a long walk.” 

* That is a safe way of getting rid of me,” 
answered Larose. ‘“‘I never walk a furlong 
further than I am absolutely obliged. Han- 
som.” 

His lodgings were in George street, Hanover 
square, hardly a profitable shilling’s worth, but 
it was not in Larose’s temperament to consider 
shillings, until he had spent his last. There 
were intervals when Le was without even the 
indispensable shilling for a hansom. 

“And a good thing, too,” said one of his 
friends, on hearing that hansons were impos- 
sible, “for then you are obliged to walk.” 

“Obliged,” cried Larose. ‘‘Marry! what 
should oblige me to do anything { don’t like 
doing. No lesser person than ‘the blind fur 
with the abhorred shears.’ When I can’t af- 
ford cabs I take to my bed, lie abed all day 
canting novels, and get up at dusk and make a 
ground plan or sketch a facade, in my dressing 
rn while the housemaid arranges my room. 

these intervals I live upon biscuits and soda 
water, like Byron, and I emerge from my retire- 
ment a renovated and rejuvenated man. Thus 
do I make necessity my nurse, and profit by 

ropulsion,” concluded the poet-architect, who 
a knack of sham quotation. 


“*Ic stretches the thread of life | 


Piccadilly and | 


They are giving | 


| Hillersdon was glad to see the cab go swing 
| ing round into Bond street with his vivacious 
} friend. He wanted to be alone. He had taken 
; a curious fancy into his head, which was to 
renew his search for the curious old inn where 
he had supped last night. He fancied that he 
might be able to hit upon the place if he ap- 
proached it under the same conditions of dark- 
ness and the comparative solitude of night. 

He had failed utterly to find the old gateway 

in the glare of day; yet the fabric must exist 
somewhere within narrow limits. The whole 
thing—the house to which he was taken—the 
room in which he sat—the wine he drank— 
could not be a vision of night. Granted that 
the face of the girl was a hallucination put upon 
him by aclever mesmerist, other things must 
have been real. He could not have wandered 
in the streets of London for three or four hours 
in a mesmeric trance, fuil of vain imaginings. 
No, his memory of every detail, of every word 
they two had spoken, was too distinct to be 
only the memory of a dream. 
He walked to Bow street, and from Bow 
street went in the direction in which he had 
gone on the night before with Justin Jermyn. 
| After he left Lincoln’s Inn Fields he tried tc 
abstract his mind and to walk without thought 
of the way he was going, hoping that inscinct 
might direct his steps in the way they had gone 
last night, the same instinct by which a horse 
| who has traveled a road only once will make 
every turn accurately upon a second journey. 

Instinct gave him no help. He wandered up 
and down Holborn, he explored the side streets 

that lie right and left of Gray’s Inn lane, he 
| threaded narrow courts and emerged into Hat- 
ton Garden, he went back to the lane and 
hugged the dingy wall of Verulam Buildings, 
but no where did he see gate-house or archway 
that bore the faintest resemblance to the gate- 
house beneath which he passed iast night. He 
began to think that he had been verily upon 
enchanted ground, and that the champagne he 
had drunk with Justin Jermyn was akin to 
that juice of the grape which Mephistopheles 
drew from an augur hole in a wooden table. 
There was deviltry in it somewhere or som-- 
how. 

He went back to his lodgings mystified and 
dispirited. He forgot that he wasa million- 
aire, and over the scene of life there crept once 
again that dreary neutral hue which it had 
worn when he contemplated making a sudden 
irrevocable exit from the stage. It was three 
o’clock before he got to Church court, half past 
three before he flung himself wearily upon his 
jingling brazen bed. 

**T must move into better rooms on Monday,” 
he said to himself, ‘‘and 1 must think about 
| getting a house of my own. What is the use 
of wealth if one doesn't enjoy it?” 

There was very little enjoyment in him this 
summer morning, when the clear bright light 
stole into his room, and accentuated the shab- 
biness of the well worn furniture, the hideous 
| Philistinism of the mahogany wardrobe, with 
| its Corinthian columns and tall strip of look- 
| ing-glass, glass in which he had critically sur- 
veyed his dress suit the other evening wonder- 
ing how long it would hold out against the 
want of confidence amongst the west end 
tailors. He could have as many dress suits as 
| he liked now, and could pay as much as the 
most egregious tailor cared to demand. He 
could live where he liked, start his house and 
his stable on a footing worthy of Nero or Domi- 
tian. He could do what he liked with his life, 
and the world would call it good, would wink at 
his delinquencies and flatter his follies. All 
| that the world has of good lay in the hollow of 
his hand, for are not all the world's good things 
for sale to the highest bidder? He reflected 
upon this wondrous change in his fortunes, 
and yet in this morning hour of solitude and 
silence the consciousness of illimitable wealth 
could not bring him happiness. 

There had always been a vein of superstition 
in his nature, perhaps, or superstitious fears 
| would scarcely have troubled him in the midst 
of his prosperity. His double attempt to find 
| Jermyn's chambers and his double failure had 
disconcerted him more than such a thing 
| should have done. The adventure gave a sug- 
gestion of diablerie to his whole history since 
the moment when Jermyn read his secret de- 
sign in the library at Fridoline House. 

He could not sleep, so he took down the Peau 
de Chagrin from the bookcase which held his 
| limited library, composed of only that which 
he held choicest in literature. One could have 
read the bent of his mind by looking at the 
titles of those thirty or forty books. Goethe’s 
| Faust, Heine’s poetry and prose, Alfred de 
Musset, Owen Meredith, Villon, Balzac, 
Baudelaire, Richepin—the literature of des- 
| pair. 

He read,how when the lawyer brought 
| Raphael the news of his fortune, his first 
| thought was to take the Peau de Chagrin from 
his pecket and measure it against the tracing 
| he had made upon a table-napkin the night 

before, 

The skin had shrunk perceptibly. So much 
had gone from his life in the emotions of a 











| night of riot and feasting, in the shock of a 
} sudden change 1n his fortunes. 

| ‘* An allgeory,” mused Hillersdon. ‘ My life 
| has been wasting rapidly since the night b: fore 
| last. I have been living faster—two heart 


throbs for one.” 

| He breakfasted early aftertwo orthree hours 
| of broken sleep, and dawdled over his break- 
| fast, taking up one volume alter another with 
| a painful inability to fix his mind upon any 
subject, until the inexorable church bells began 
| their cla»gor close at hand, and made all 
thought impossible. 

| Then only did he remember that it was Sun. 
| day morning. He changed his coat hurriedly, 
brushed his hat, and set out for that parti- 
cularly select and tashionable temple in which 
Edith Champion was wont to hear the eloquent 
sermons of a “delicate, dilettante, white- 
handed priest,” in an atmosphere heavy with 
| white-rose, Ess bouquet, and the warm breath 
of closely packed humanity. 

The choir was chanting the Te Deum when 
he went in, and secured one of the last rush- 
bottomed chairs available in the crowded nave. 
His night wanderings had fatigued him more 
| than he knew, and he slept profoundly through 
one of the choicest discourses of the season, 
aod was not a little embarrassed when Mrs, 
Champion and Mrs. Gresham insisted upon 
discussing every point the preacher had made. 
Happily, both ladies were too eager to state 
their own opinions to discover his ignorance, 
| or to guess ‘hat for him that thrilling sermon 
had been as the booming cf a bumble bee in 
the heart of an over-blown rose—a sound of 
soothing and pleasantnese. 

** He goes to the Riviera every winter,” said 
Mrs. Champion, slipping from the sermon to 
the preacher ; ‘“‘ he is more popular there than 
in London. There is hardly standing room in 
any church where he preaches,” 

Hillersdon walked in the Park with the two 
ladies, the customary church parade which 
always bored him, even in Edith Champion's 
company, and even although his pride was 
stimulated by being seen in attendance upon 
one of the handsoimest women in London, 

The park looked lovely in the summer noon- 
tide, the people were smart, well dressed, ad- 
mirable ; but the park and the people were 
the same as last year, and they would be the 
same next year—the same and always the 
same. 

“ It is the constant revolution stale 
And tasteless, of the same repeated joys, 
That palle and satiates, and makes lavguid life 
A peciar’s paok, that bows the bearer down.” 

He dined with Mrs. Champion, and went to 
a@ musical party with her, and that Sunday 
seemed to him one of the longest he had ever 





|} moment came, 


spent, longer even than the Sabbath days of 
his boyhood, when he was allowed to read 
only good books, and forbidden all transac- 
tions with rat-catchers and ferrets, 

He was glad when he had handed Mrs, Cham- 
pion to her carriage in Grosvenor place, glad to 

back to his bachelor loneliness, and impa 
tient of Monday morning. He was up be- 
times, and hurried off to Lincoln’s Inn Fields 
@s soon as it was reasonable to expect Mr. 
Crafton at his office. He wanted again to as- 
sure himself that Ebenezer Milford’s fortune 
was a reality, and not a dream, 

The solicitor received him with unimpaired 
graciousness, and was ready with offers of as- 
sistance in any plans of his client. All that 
had to be done about the inheritance was in 
progress, but as all processes of law are lengthy 
it would be some little time before Mr. Hillers- 
don would be in actual possession of his 
wealth. 

* The succession duties will be very heavy,” 
said Crafton, shaking his head, and Hillers 
don felt that in this respect his was a hard 
case. 

‘*Have you communicated with your friend, 
Mr. Watson?” the lawyer asked presently. 

** No, I forgot to do that.” 

“It would be as well that you should look 
him up at once, and test his memory of the oc- 
currence in the railway station,” suggested 
Crafton. ‘‘ His evidence would be very useful 
in the—most unlikely—contingency of any 
attempt to upset the will.” 

This remark had the effect of a douche of 
cold water upon Hillersdon. 

** You don’t apprehend ?” he faltered. 

“No, I have not the slightest apprehension. 
Poor old Milford was an isolated being. If he 
had any relations I never heard of them. But, 
as a precautionary measure, I advise you to 
see your friend.” 

** Yes, yes, I will goto him at once,” said 
Hillersdon feverishly, getting up and making 
for the door. 

** There is no need for hurry, 
ing that I can do for you?” 

“Nothing. Ihave been thinking of chang- 
ing my lodxings—but that can stand over for a 
few days. 1 must see Watson—and then I 
must go down to the country to see my own 
people. It wouldn’t do for them to hear of my 

ood luck from anyone else. I may tell them, 
f suppose? I am not likely to find myself 
thrust out of this inheritance after a few 
wer ks’ possession ; I am not going to be akind 
of Lady Jane Grey among legatees?” 

“No, no; there is really no danger. The 
will is a splendid will. It would be very diffi- 
cult for any one to attack it, even the nearest 
blood relation. 1 have not the slightest fear.” 

“Give me your cheque for another five hun- 
dred, by way of backing your opinion,” said 
Hillersdon, still feverishly, and with ashade of 
fretfulness. 

He was ir:itated by the mere suggestion that 
a will is an instrument that may be im- 
peached., 

** With pleasure,” replied Mr. Crafton, ready 
with his cheque book ; “‘ shall I make it a thou- 
sand 7?” 

**No, no, a monkey will do. I really don't 
want the money, o.ly I like to see you part 
with it freely. Thanks, good day.” 

His bansom was waiting for him. He told 
the man to drive to the Albany, where he 
might utilize his call upon Watson by making 
inquiries about any eligible rooms, 

It was early in the day yet, and Watson was 
lingering over his breakfast, which had been 
lengthened out by the skimming of half-a- 
dozen morning papers. He had not seen 
Hillersdon for some time, and welcomed him 
with frank cordiality. 

‘*What have you been doing with yourself 
all this time?” he asked, and then answering 
his own question, as he rang for fresh coffee, 
**moving in Mrs. Champion’s charming circle, 
no doubt, and as her orbit ain’t mine we don’t 
often meet, and now we do meet I can’t com- 
pliment you on your appearance. You are 
looking uncommonly seedy.” 

‘IT have been sleeping badiy for the last few 
nights, that’s my only ailment. Do you re- 
member that evening at Nice when you went 
to the station with me after the battle of 
flowers.” 

** And when you picked a churlish old fellow 
from the front of an advancing engine, and to 
all intents and purposes saved his life. Of 
course Tremember. A curious old man, that. 
I believe he means to leave you a legacy of 
some kind. Nineteen pounds nineteen, per- 
haps, to buy a mourning ring. He was mon- 
strously particular in his inquiries as to your 
name and parentage, and usual place of abode. 
He walked half the length of the avenue de la 
Gare with me, and he was very much troubled 
in mind about his umbrella.” 

** Did he tell you his own name?” 

‘‘He gave me his card at parting, but I lost 
the card and forgot the name.” 
uate you really believe that I saved his 

ife?” 

“I don’t think there’s the slightest doubt 
about it. The thing was as near as a toucher. 
I expected to see you killed in a vain attempt 
to save him.” 

‘“*And you would put as much as that in an 
affidavit, or say as much in the witness box?” 

‘*In a dozen aflidavits, or in a dozen witness 
boxes, But why these questions?” 

Hillersdon told him the motive, and the for- 
tune that was at stake. 

‘Then the legacy comes to two millions,” 
cried Watson. ‘* By Jove, you area lucky fel 
low, and upon my honor you deserve it. You 
hazarded your life, and what can any man do 
more than that, and for an unknown traveler. 
The good Samaritan goes down to posterity on 
the strength of some kindly feeling, and two 
pence. You did a great deal more than the 
Samaritan, but the reward is stupendous! 
Why cannot I pluck a shabby Crcee.us out of 
the iron way, or rescue a millionaire from 
drowning? Why should this one lucky chance 
come your way and nit mine? You were only 
ten paces in advance of me when the crucial 
Well, | won’t grumble at your 
good fortune. After a'l the accession of one’s 
bosom friend to millions makes oneself no 
poorer—yet there is always a feeling of being 
reduced to poverty when a friend tumbles into 
unexpect. 1 wealth, It will take me months 
to reconcile myself to the idea of you as a mil- 
lionaire. And now what are you going to do 
with your life?” 

‘* Enjoy it if Ican, having the means of en 
joyment given me.” 

‘** All that money can do you can do,” said 
Watson, with a philosophic air. ‘‘ You will 
now have the opportunity of testing the power 
of wealth, its limitations, its strictly finite 
nature.” 

‘*I will not moan if I find there are some 


Is there noth- 





things gold cannot buy,” said Hillersdon. 
“There are so many things which it can buy 
which I have been wanting all my life.” 

“Well, you are a lucky fellow, and you 
deserve your luck, because you did a plucky 
thing without thought or fear of consequences 
If you had paused to consider your own peril 
that old man would have been done for.” 

The servant came in with the coffee, a wel- 
come interruption to Hillersdon, who was tired 
of being oomenaneune on his pluck, His early 
breakfast had been only a cup of tea, and he 
was not sorry to begin again with Watson, 
who prided himself upon living well, and was 
a connoisseur of perigord pies aud York hams, 
and took infinite pains to get the freshest eggs 
and best butter that London could supply, 

“Well, you are going to enjoy your life ; that 
is understood. Imprimis, I suppose you will 
marry?” said Watson, cheerily. 

**I told you, I meant to enjoy my life,” an. 
swered Hillersdon. ‘‘The first element of 
happiness is liberty ; and you suggest that I 
should start by surrendering it to a wife?” 

**Oh, that’s all bosh. A man with a big in- 
come does not lose his freedom by taking a 
wife. In a millionaire’s household a wife is 
only an ornament. She has neither control 
nor ascendancy over his existence. You re- 
member what Beckford said of the Venetian 
nobility at the close of the eighteenth century. 
Every great man in that enchanting city had 
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his secret haven—a niche in the labyrinth of 


little streets, or in some shadowy bend of a | 


narrow canal, known only to himself and his 

intimates, where he might live his own life, 

while his ostensible existence as Grand Seig- 

neur was conducted with regal pomp and 
ublicity in his palace on the Grand Canal, 
© you suppose that the Venetian nobleman 

eo era was governed by his wife? Pas si 
ete. 

‘*I shall never marry till I can marry the 
woman I love,” answered Hillersdon, 

Watson shrugged his shoulders significantly, 
and went on with his breakfast. e knew all 
about Mrs, Champion, aud that romantic at- 
tachment which had been goingon for yea-s, and 
which seemed as hopeless and almost as un- 
profitable upon Gerard Hillersdon’s side as Don 
Quixote’s worship of Dulcineadel Toboso. Wat- 
son, who was stricily practical, could not enter 
into the mind of a man who sacrificed his life 
fora virtuous woman. He could understand 
the other thing—life and honor, fortune and 
good name, flung at the feet of Venus Pande- 
mos. He had seen too much of the influence 
of base women and ignoble love to doubt the 
power of evil over the hearts of men. It was 
this namby-pamby devotion, this lap-dog love. 
the desire of the moth for the star, in which he 
could not believe. 

Hiilersdon left him in time to catch the Exe- 
ter express at Waterloo. He had made up his 
mind that he must no longer keep his own peo- 
Re in pee of the change in his fortunes, 

ie had given the hard-worked father and the 
long-suffering mother too much trouble in the 
past, and now the hour of compensation must be 
no longer delayed. Yes, his father’s church 
should be restored,and thedearoldtumble-down 
rectory renovated from garret to cellar without 
ey to its tumble-downness, which was of 
all things beautiful—a long, low house, with 
bow windows bellyingout unexpectedly ; ahouse 
so smothered with banksia roses, myrtle, 
flowering ash, and wistaria, that it was not 
easy to discover whether its walls were brick 
or stone, rough-cast or cob. 

It was a relief toGerard Hillersdon to turn 
his back upon London, to feel that his face was 
set towards green pastures and summer 
woods, to see the white fleeces of rural sheep 
insteac of the darklings of the park, and the 
frolics of young foals in the meadows instead 
of smart young women bucketting along the 
Row. 

‘God made the country and man made the 
town,” he said to himself, quoting a poet whom 
his father loved and quo’ed often. 

It was still early in the afternoon when he 
went in at the open gate of the rectory jzarden. 
The estuarv of the Exe lay before him, vith 
crisp wavelets dancing in the sur. His father’s 
parish was midway between Exeterand Ex- 
mouth, a place of quietness and fertile 
meadows, gardens brimming over with flowers ; 
thatched cottages smothered with 1oses and 
honeysuckle, beehives, poultry yards, and all 
rustic sights and sounds; a village in which a 
rector is a kind of king, exercising more influ- 
ence than parlian.ents and potentates afar off. 
Two girls were playing tennis on the lawn to 
the right of the long low veranda that 
screened the drawing-room windows, two 
glancing figures in white gowns that caught 
the sunlight. One he knew for his sister 
Lilian ; the other was a stranger. 

Lilian faced the carriage drive by which he 
approached, recognized him, flung down her 
racquet with a jortel exclamation, and ran to 
meet him, heedless of her antagonist. 

‘I thought you were never coming near us 
again,” she said, when they had kissed ; 
**mother has been full of anxieties about you. 
It was time you came ; yo high time, for you 
are looking dreadfully ill.” 

‘*Everyone seems bent upon telling me 
that,” he said, with a vexed air. 

** You have been ill, I believe, and you never 
let us know.” 

**T am as well as I ever was in my life, and I 
have not been ill, Two or three bad nights 
seem to have played havoc with my lvoks,’ 

“It isthe horrid life you lead in London— 
parties every day and night ; no respite, no re- 
pose. I hear of your doings, you see, though 
you so seldom write toanyof us. Miss Vere, 
who is stage with me, knows ail about ic ml 

“Then Miss Vere possesses all knowledge 
worth having—from =o of view. I dare- 
say she knows more about me than I know of 
myself. You shall introduce me to her after I[ 
have seen my mother.” 

‘*You shall see mother without one mo 
ment’s waste of time,” said Lilian. ‘*‘ Poor 
mother, she has so pined for you. Mother,” 
called Lilian, addressing her fresh young voice 
to the veranda, ‘‘ Mother, come out and be 
startled and delighted in a breath.” 

Gerard and his sister were moving towards 
the house as she called. A tall matronly figure 
emerged from the veranda, and a cry of glad- 
ness welcomed the prodigal son. In the next 
minate he was clasped to his mother’s heart. 


‘* My dearest boy.” 

‘* My ever dear mother.” 

a I have been so anxious about you, Gerard,” 

‘*Not without cause, dear mother. I was in 
very low spirits, altogether at odds with for- 
tune afew days ago, and now I have had a 
stroke of luck. Ihave come to tell you good 
news. 

* You have written another book,” she cried 
delightfully.) 

‘* Better than that.” 

‘Nothing would be better than that, to my 
mind.” 

**What would you say if a good old man, 
whom I only saw once in my life, had left me 
his fortune?” 

‘**T should say it was like a fairy tale.” 

““It is like a fairy tale, but I believe it is 
reality. I believe, because a London solicitor 
has advanced me a thousand pounds with no 
better security than my expectations, I have 
not sold yf shadow, and I have not accepted 
the Peau de chagrin. Iam substantially and 
realistically rich, and I can do anything in the 
world that money can do to make you and 
meee and Lilian happy for the rest of your 

ives,” 

“You can give me a new racquet,” said his 
sister. ‘It is a misery to play with this, and 
Barbara has the very latest improvement in 
racquets,” 

*** My mother had a maid called Barbera,’ ' 
quoted Gerard, lightly. ‘‘ Miss Vere is your 

Barbara, I suppose?” 

He went into the drawing-room with his 
mother, while Lilian ran to apolozize to Miss 
Vere for her sudden desertion. Mother and 
son sat side by side, hand clasped in hand, and 
Gerard told her the strange history of his 
altered fortunes, He told her of his debts and 
of his despair, his utter weariness of life; but 
he did not tell her that he had contemplated 
suicide; nor did he fling across her simple 
thoughts the cloudy mysticism which has be- 
come a frequent factor in modern life. He did 
not tell her of the scene in Jermyn’s champers, 
or of his vain endeavors to discover the where- 
abouts of those chambers; nor did he talk to 
her of Edith Champion, albeit she knew some- 
thing of that romantic phase of his life. 

She was enraptured at the thought of his 
good fortune, without one selfish consideration 
of the prosperity it would bring toher. In tbe 
midst of her rejoicing she began to talk to him 
about his healtr. 

j “You are not looking well, dearest,” she 

; Said, “health is of far more importance tl an 

| fortune.” 

' This harping on an unpleasant strain irri- 
tated him. This was the third time within the 
day that he had been told he looked ill. 

‘* You women are all morbid,” he said, ‘‘You 
poison your lives with unrealized appreben- 





JAMOMA 


is a blend of Java, Mocha and Mara- 
caibo Coffee, especially roasted and 
ground for Hereward Spencer & Co., 
Tea and Coffee Merchants, and sold 
by them at their shop, . 


63 1-2 King Street West 


AND AT 


287 College Street 


PIANOS 


FOR THE HOLIDAYS 


Large Parlor Grands. 

Small Parlor Grands, in Rosewood and 
Mahogany. 

Uprights, in Oak, Figured Walnut, Rose- 
wood, Mahogany and French Burl. 

f quare and Square Grand Pianos. 

Superior excellence in tone, touch and 
durability, and a splendid stock to se’ect 
from. 

Special inducements on short date trans- 
actions. 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO. 


Cor, Chureh and Richmond Street 











SHOVGVSH WOIS SARSM3SY TIM 








SMUVOVSH AVIS SARMN3SYH MIM 


Veit I I INIVY WO Ni 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 5 











sions. If any one gave you the Koh-i-noor you 
would make yourself miserable by the sus- 
picion that it was only a bit of glass. You 
would want to break it up in order to be sure 
of its value. Suppose I have a headache—sup- 
pose I have had two or three bad nights, and 
am locking haggard and pale, what is that 


against two millions?” 
“Two millions! Oh, Gerard, is your for- 

tune anything like that?” asked his mother in 

an awe-stricken voice. =. 
**T am told that it is very much like that. 
“It sounds like a dream. There is some- 


thing awful in the idea of such wealth in the 


possession of one young man. And oh! Gerard, 


think of the thousands and tens of thousands 


who are almost starving.” 2 

‘*T suppose everybody will tell me that,” ex- 
claimed her sonirritably. ‘* Why should I think 
of the starving thousands? Why, just because 
I have the means of enjoying life, am I to make 
myself miserable by brooding upon the miser- 

ies of others? If it comes to that a man ought 
never to be happy while there is a single ill- 
used cab horse in the world. Just think of all 
the horses ii London and Paris that are under- 
fed and over-driven, and have galled shoulders 
and cracked heels. There is madness in it, 
Think of the illtreated children, the little chil- 
dren, the gutter martyrs, whose lives are a 
burden. If we are to think of these things our 
choicest luxuries, our most exalted pleasures, 
must turn to gall and wormwood, or every 

air of happy lovers there are women in degra- 
dation and despair, and men whose lightest 
teuch is defilement. If we stop to consider 
how this world we live in—so full of exquisite 
beauty and eager joyous life—is just as full of 
want and misery and crime, the sharp anguish 
of physical pain, and the dull agony of patient, 
joyless lives, there can be no such thing as 
pleasure. We musf not give way to pity, 
mother. Since we cannot heal all these gap- 
ing wounds—since there is no possible panacea 
for the sufferings of a universe, we must nar- 
row our thoughts and hopes to the limits of 
home and family, and say ‘ Kismet, Allah is 
good.’ But for you, dearest, for you and all 
whom you want to help, my wealth shall be as 
potent as the four-leaved shamrock. You 
shall be my almoner. You shall find out which 
among all the never-ending schemes for helping 
the helpless are really good, and sound, and 
honest, and I will aid them with open hand.” 

‘“* My dear son, I knew your heart was full of 
pity,” murmured his mother tenderly. 

‘““Oh, but I don’t want to pity anyone. I 
want you, with your clear, calm mind, to think 
and act for me. Everybody tells me I am look- 
ing haggard and ill, now just when life is 
worth cherishing. I want to avoid overmuch 
agitation if I can. Let us talk of happier 
things. How is the dear governor, or the 
rector as he prefers to be called ?’ 

‘*He has not been very well of late. Last 
winter tried him severely.” 

‘* He must spend next winter at San Remo 
or Sorrento. wns be only for you both to 
choose your locality.” 

- re | I may see Italy before I die,” gasped 
the rector’s wife, ie hitherto 
had rarely gone beyond Boscastle on the one 
side and Bath on the other, with a fortnight 
in London once in two years. : 

** Yes, you shall see all that is fairest in this 
world,” answered Gerard. 

* Your.father is spending the day in Exeter. 
What a delightful surprise to greet him with 
when he comes home to dinner. But you must 
not wait for eight o’clock, Gerard. You must 
have something after your journey. Shall I 
order a chop, or a grilled chicken ?” 

‘No, dear mother, I am too happy in your 
company to want such substantial food. I 
think I sawcups and saucersin the garden, 
under our favorite tree: 

* And thou in all thy bri adth and height 
Of foliage, towering sycamore.’ ” 

‘Oh, Gerard, it is a tulip tree. Your father 
would be dreadfully offended to hear it called 
a sycamore. Yes, you shall have some tea, 
dearest.” She rang the bell, and ordered tea, 
new laid eggs, hot cakes, to be taken out to 
the garden. ‘*‘ What happiness to be sitting 
there with you once again. It is ages since you 
have been with us, except for just that hurried 
visit last Christmas.” 

Gerard sighed as he acknowledged the force 
of this reproach. All his summers of late 

ears had been spent far afield. In the Tyrol, 
n Scotland, in Sweden, in Westmoreland, at 
Carlsbad, anywhere whither Mrs, Champion’s 
caprices or Mr. Champion’s ‘‘cure” led the 
lady and her satellite. 5 

He had enjoyed no more independent exist- 
ence than one of Jupiter’s moons, but had been 
constrained to revolve in the orbit of his 
planet. : 

He went into the garden with his mother. 
Every shrub was a reproach, for all had grown 
with the growth of years since he had seen 
them in their summer glory. A flying visit at 
Christmas or New Year's tide had been as 
much as his goddess allowed him. And now— 
albeit his chains were unbroken—he had a feel- 
ing that they were somehow lengthened, and 
that he was going to do ashe liked hencefor- 
ward, 

The stout, comfortable-looking butler, whom 
he remembered a lad in buttons, brought tea, 
and toasted cakes, and poached eggs, and 
clouted cream, and other rustic luxuries ; and 
the tennis players, who had taken one tea at 
four o’clock, were very glad to take another at 
six. Gerard was introduced to Miss Vere, 
otherwise Barbara—a girl with a handsome 
face and a commanding figure, but who looked 
as if she had vecu, Gerard thought, : 7 who 
at once began to talk of the houses hich 
they had met in London, which were the 
smartest and most creditable houses, ve it re- 
marked. The young lady sank any lesser man- 
sions where they might have encountered each 
other. 

“] think you know Mrs. Champion,” Miss 
Vere remarked, innocently. ‘She and my 
cousin, Mrs. Harper, are great chums.” 

‘*Mrs, Theodore Harper?” 

‘* Yes, Mrs. Theodore.” 

‘1 know her well, a very pretty woman.” 

‘* Yes, she is by way of being a beauty,” said 
Miss Vere, who was much handsomer, and no 
doubt wa; fully aware of her superiority ; “but 
don’t you think she’s rather silly about that 
boy of hers—taking him everywhere?’ 

** Upon that poiatI consider her positively 
imbecile. A child in an Eson jacket should not 
be obtruded upon the society of reasonable men 
and women. I believe she only takes him 
about with her in order that people may ex 
claim, ‘Your son, Mrs. Harper? Impossible ! 
How could you have a son of twelve years old, 
when you can be at most two. and-twenty?’” 

** And then she smiles—carefully—through 
her magnolia bloom, and is perfect|y happy for 
the rest of the af:ernoon, while the boy sits 
turning over illustrated books, and boring him- 
self to death.” 

** Or sucking surreptitious lollipops, till some 
prosy old Etonian goes and sits beside him, 
and talks about the playiag fields and the 
river,” said Gerard. 

Lilian and her mother sat smiling at this 
conversation, happily unconscious of its utter 
artificiality. Lilian, who was lily-fair and 
guileless as a child, looked up to Barbara Vere 
with eyes of admiring wonder. Her ex- 
quisitely fitting gowns, her aplomb, and her 
knowledge of the side scenes of life, commanded 
the viliaze maiden’s respect. To talk toa girl 
who had the peerage and baronetage at her 
fingers’ onds, knew to a shade every important 
person’s political uvpinions, was familiar with 
all the society scandals and all the approaching 
alliances, was a privil for the rector's 
daughter. She wonde how the brilliant 
Bar could endure the jog-trot domesticity 
of the rectory, and it had never occurred to 
her that Barbara Vere put in for repairs at 
this quiet tittle harbor after the wear aud tear 
of her annual voyage on the high seas of Lon- 
don society. 

“TI feel so fresh and so happy when I am 
with you,” said Barbara. ‘I leave my French 
maid and my powder-box in London, and stee 
myself in the atmosphere of Milton’s ‘ Allegro’.’” 

he might have added that in this clerical 



























































seclusion she did not trouble to make’ up her 
eyebrows, or to put on just that one artistic 
touch of rouge upon the cheek-bone, which in 
London drawing-rooms gave added lustre to 
her fine dark eyes. Here her life was spent for 
the most part ina garden, and she was wise 
enough to know how ghastly. all artificial 
embellishments become under such conditions. 


(To be Continued.) 


How Me and Micky Doyle Seen 
London. 








It was a beautiful evening, and as the story 
books say, ‘“‘the sun was settin’in the golden 
west,” when me and Micky Doyle started off 
for Holyhead on board the Express boat from 
the North Wall. 

We were goin’ all the way to London. Some 
of * the boys” wanted us to travel by the third- 
class boat in the middle of the day but me and 
Micky had won two first-class tickets at a 
raffls at St. Bridget’s Bazar, and we were doin’ 
the gentleman, and nothin’ would do us but 
the Express boat. 

There was a power of passengers on board, 
‘all sorts and conditions of men” as the sayin’ 
is, ay, and women and children as well. And 
all looked as happy and contented as if they 
were after having tay with the Royal Family. 

Well, as I said before it was a beautiful even- 
ing, but something tould me it wouldn’t stop 
very long so and sure enough we hadn’t been out 
at say more than half an hour when it began to 
blow and the boat began to get very onsteady. 
A ground swell I heard them say it was, but 
bedad if the say is anything bigger nor that 
before it’s ground it must be a caution. It 
reminded me of the story I heard about the 
chap from the country that was out in a storm 
one day and the captain was singing Rule 
Britannia, Britannia rules the waves, and says 
he, ‘‘Captain, does Britannia rule them waves 
there?” 

** She does,” says the captain. ‘‘ Throth and 
she might have ruled them straight,” says he, 

But to come back to ~ story. We were 
standing up beside one of the big chimleys in 
the heat, and you'd be surprised to hear how 
little we spoke to one another after the first 
half hour of our journey. 

At last I began to feel a bit of a palpitation 
in my stomach, saving your presence, and I 
says to Micky, says I, ‘‘ Micky, give usa fill of 
that mild tobacco. I'm afraid this Goodbody’s 
Twist is too strong for me on the water.” 

Throth and says Micky “ here’s at you, but I 
was thinking myself if we could get a bit of 
shelter down below we'd be the better of the 
rest, for between the say and the tobacco 
there’s an agitation getting up in my inside.” 

*Musha, Micky, then,’says I, ‘‘I think 
you're right.” I didn’t like to let on I was get- 
ting seasick, and down thet woof us scrambled 
on to the lower deck as they cail it. We 
meandered about in the dark till we came to a 
place like a horse stall, and as there was ne’er 
a horse init there was plenty of acco.amoda- 
tion, and as snug as you plaze. We each dropped 
— into a corner. ell of all the nights 
ever put in since I was born that night 
bet them hollow—I thought I had every 
disease that ever a mortal man had. I felt 
as if I was turned inside out and the in- 
side scraped and put back ayain. I thought at 
one time I was on my head, then on my heels. 

Then I wished I was somebody else and after 
a little bit I was too weak to wish anything at 
alland there I lay like a log—half dreaming 
and half thinking whether there would be as 
much of me left as would be able to walk 
ashore when I got to Holyhead. 

After a while—it seemed like a week—the 
boat began to go easier and I heard a thunder- 
ing bg whistle. ‘*Och, murder,” says I, 
** we're going to be drownded,”’ and I crawled 
out of my corner on my hands and knees to 
look tor Micky. ‘‘ Are you there Mike,” says I? 
I always called him Mike in cases of serious- 
ness. Noanswer. ‘* Mike, my hearty,” says I, 
a bit louder. ‘* We're goin’ down. If you're 
not able to spake, sure can’t you let me know 
where you are at any rate.” Just tnen I hears 
a moan out froma pile of old ropes and rub- 
bish and over I goes and there was my bould 
Mike trying to support his head on his hands 
and he looking the very picture of distress. 

** Arrah, Micky,” says I, ‘‘ what way do you 
feel?” (' was beginning to feel a good deal 
better myself by this time.) 

Feel!” says he. ‘I feel as if I was beyant 
feeling anything. The very inside is tattered 
out of me. I'm jist like the Widow Fitzsim- 
on’s cottage afvier the eviction—more room in 
my inside than furniture, and if I bave much 
further to go, I'll be thin enough to take the 
chair at a temperance meeting by the time I 
get to my journey's end.” 

By this time the boat had got into the har- 
bor at Holyhead, and the passengers were all 
rushing about on deck, getting ready to go 
ashore, and I was just beginning tothink that 
poor Micky was so weak hed be left behind, 
when up he jumps and shook himself free of 
the old ropes, and putting his uand on my 
shoulder, and with a long, soleiun face on him 
that would hold a day's rain, and it the color of 
a diseased lemon, says: 

** Paddy,” says he, “give us a fill of the mild 
tobacco,” 

Weill, begor that staxgered me, for I didn’t 
know a’most but he was dead, till he spoke 
and says I: ‘Faith, it's a shame for you, 
Micky, to be joking and jesting, and you only 
just after been nearly shipwrecked on the 
ocean.” He never said another word till we 
were seated in the train on our way to London, 
and to tell you the truth he was so busy with 
his tongue then that I was beginning to wish 
he wus seasick again, as I was rale prostrated 
for want of my rest. 

Well, to make a long story short, we got to 
London all right, and I am just going to tell 
you what we saw in the few days we spent 
there, 

There was an aunt of Joe Delany's of Scol- 
moggin, a Mrs. Murphy, that kep a little eat- 
ing house ia one of the small streets, and Joe 
told us to be sure and go to see her, and so we 
did, and she received us very kindly, and told 
us all che places we should go and see—St. 
Paul's, the Strand, the Houses of Parliament, 
waxworks, and lots of other places. Now I 
may tell you that sorra such a place as 
London for people being in a hurry and striv- 
ing to best one another I ever clapped my two 
eyes on—between policemen and busses and 
cabs ——— and jostling one another it's as 
much as your life is worth to get across one of 
the streets. 

As soon as you get about three yards from 
the path a bus comes down on you with a 
** Hey up,” and when you turn to go back you 
get nailed by a cab, and while you are striving 
to steady yourself and see which way you'll go 
a policeman grips you by the arm and waltzes 
off with you and you know nothing more till 
you find yourself on the a again, but so 
bewildered and bebothered that ic takes you 
nearly five minutes to tell which side of the 
street you are on, 

Well, the first place we went to was St. 
Paul’s—the big cathedral—and" we had made 
up our minds to let on we knew everything, 
because you know lots of them English people 
looks down on Ould Ireland and thinks we are 
all ignorant and that sort of thing, but faith 
when the G, O. M. straightens out the Home 
Rule questicn and gives us the management of 
our own affairs we'll larn them better manners, 
However, we had to ax our way at any rate, 
and we spotted a dacent looking policeman as 
straight as a rush, about a head and shoulders 
over any of the rest of them, and he only a 
gossoon. 

So Micky bowls up to him. ‘' Sergeant,” says 
he, ** are we far from St, Paul’s?” 

“ Are yez long from France?” says he, witha 
kind of grin on him, 

“Only left it this morning, says Micky, 
drawing himself up and thinking to take arise 
out of the bobby. “How did you know where 
we came from?” 

‘By your accent,” says he, and one word 
borrowed another till we found his name was 
Tim Sullivan, from the town of Mitchelstown, 




































































heard he was from the Old Countr 


spakin’ gallery in the concerns,” 


cross as an old maid with the tootha: 
can it whisper without speakin’?” 


see,” said 


to the other side and whisper softly 


it displeased to get out of the place, for throth 
I didn’t feel comfortable. It’s vad enough to 
have overnment reporters taking notes, but 
when bricks and mortar begins at the spyin’ 
business it’s time to be movin’ on, 

The next place we went to see was the wax 
works, We had heard tell a great deal about 
them, but it tuk a rise out of us entirely when 
we had to pay a shilling apiece to get in. 
Howsumdever we paid our money and went in 
with the rest of the quality, for there was a 
big stream of people going in and out. 

Just inside the door there was a big police- 
man and says I quite genteely: “I beg your 
pardon, sir! ls M:, Parnell in this show?” 
Sorra hapworth he said, but rowled his eyes 
about as if he was striving to count the people 
at both sides of him at once. ‘ Musha, bad 
cess to your impidence,” says I, ‘“‘and if it 
wasn't that I’m ina foreign country, Id very 
soon take the conceit out of you.” ‘* Whisht,” 
81ys Micky,“don’c youse»he’sin wax.” ‘‘Well, ’ 
says I, ‘he needn’t be ina wax with me four I 
said nothing to vex him.” Then it came to me 
that he was one of the show figures, and sure 
enough so he was, but so well got up that you 
would think he was the real genuine article. 

He was a great deceit anyway—the only 
thing I didn’t like about him was he seemed 
gother up about the feet, his shoes was too big 
for him and his leg went down into the centre 
of his foot for all the world like a clothes horse. 

We spent over an hour in the show and saw 
allthe celebrated characters, Mr. Gladstone, 
Mr. Parnell, the Prince of Wales and a whole 
heap of others. 


After coming out of the show we went to see 
the Strand and between ourselves I may say 
we got a mortal sell over the same Strand. 
Sure didn’t we think it was on the seashore, 
and when we got into the very heart of a big 
street and busses flying up and down it every 
quarter of a minute, and theaters on both sides 
of it that would hold the full of a town of play- 
actors, were told we were in the Strand. 
You could have knocked us both down witha 
straw. ‘* Begor,” says Micky, ‘‘{ thought we'd 
be after having a fine feed of cockles by this 
time and instead of that here we are in the 
very middle of streets and houses, and faith 
they must have been hard up for a name when 
they called the like of this place the Strand!” 

Well, we were quite bet up that night when 
we got hom: after our day’s divorsion, but the 
next morning we started off early because we 
had a lot of places to go to. 


We had heard so much about the Under- 
ground Railway that we thought we'd takea 
trip on it, and down we went into one of the 
gloomiest stations—birrin’ a police station—I 
ever set my foot in. We took tickets for the 
Mansion House, because that seemed to be where 
all the trains were running, and it was all the 
same to us so long as we got safe to some place, 
Just after we got down on the platform the tra'n 
came rushing in, and in I jumped into a third- 
class smoking carriage, and was just lighting 
up my old dudheen when the train began to 
move and I heard a commotion on the plat- 
form and there was a porter with a-hold of 
Micky and he striving to get into the train. 
‘Wait fur him at the next station,” says the 
porter, and away we flew before I had time to 
draw my breath. You see, Micky had stopped 
for half a minu‘e to see if he could buy a F'ree- 
man and had no idea the train would shoot 
in and out of the station like a streak of 
sunshine, and when he turned round to take 
his seat the train was in motion and he 
was gripped by a porter and not let stir. Ina 
few minutes we pot to the next station, and 


out I got on the platform to wait for Micky. I | 


hadn't waited beyant five or six minutes when 
the train came buzzin’ in with *‘* Mansion 
House” on her vcry hose, *“ That’s him!” says 
i, getting ready to be in gocd time this twist ; 
but when the train stopped the first-class car- 
risges were straight fornint me, and I was 
hurrying on to the other end of the train, where 
I seen Micky’s purty features framed in the 
door of one of the front carriazes, and he shout- 
ing and beckoning at me as hard as he cou'd, 


when all of a suddint on went the train, and | 


all I could do was to shout to Micky what the 
porter said to myself: “‘ Wait for me at the 
next station!” 

I was more fortunate when the next train 
came up, as I was juss opposite a third-class 
carriage ; and when I arrived at the next sta- 
tion I had the door open and jumped into 
Micky’s arms, on the platform, before she had 
rightly stopped. f 

‘* By the powers, Micky,” says I, “I'm done 
with this kind of traveling. I don’t see thefun 
of splitting ourselves into two excursion par- 
ties any more. Let's get out into the daylight 
and see where we are.” 

** Agreed,” says Micky, and we didn’t try any 
more of your Underground Railway the whole 
time we were in L »ndon. 

We were a kind of disappointed with the 
Houses of Parliament. We thought they'd 
have been a great deal bigger and grander and 
there was no spakin’ goin’ on as the House had 
riz for the recess as they callit. But we went 
to see Cleopatra’s needle—and you may be 
talkin’, but sorra such a needle any one ever 
seen since the days of Phin Macoul, sure it’s a 
regular stone monument and it all scrapes and 
scratches with ould age. When we got to the 
monument there was a Yankee gaping up at it 
with a note book in his hand and a glass stuck 
in his eye, and Micky made bould to put 
a few questions to him for information like— 
for you know Americans is generally very 
friendly atost Ireland. ‘*‘Axin’ your honor's 
pardon,” says he, ‘but who might this Cieo- 
patra be?” ‘Well, stranger, guess she 
might be the Queen of Sheba for anght I 
know,” says he, writing away at his notes. 
**and, Musha, what did she do with the 
needle?” says Micky. ‘Oh, I’m darned if I 
know,” says he, getting quite cross, 

Well. didn’t hear myselt what he was 
after saying to Micky as I wasstriving to read 
the figaries on the other side of the monument, 
so says I, “* Micky,” says I, “what does the 
gintleman say it is?” . 

**He says,” says Micky,” that its a darnin’ 
needle beloaging to the Gere of Sheba. 
‘*Tundher and turf,” says I, “ wha‘ elegant 
fingers she must have had.” At the same tine 
I was petty certain that the Yankee was after 
taking a rise out of Micky, although I didn’t 
1 ton, 

** And what does he say made the scratches 
on it?” says I. 

*- He says it's the birds,” yy Micky. 

* Birds, the gallows,” said I, ‘‘Sure no ore 
ever seen birds eat stone like that.” 

**Throth I believe the ostrich will ea‘ any- 
thing that comes in its way,” says Micky. 
‘*There’s whips of ostriches where that came 
from, Sure the Yankee says they have to rail 
in the graveyards in America t» keep them 
from eating the gravestones.” ; 

“*Go long,” says I, ‘‘and does he think we're 
ostriches that we could swalley the like of 
that.” 


in the County of Cork, and policeman and all as 
he was our hearts warmed to him when we 


To be sure we made great friends with Tim 
Sullivan, and he put us straight on the road 
for St. Paul's and we found it without the 
least bother. St. Paul's is a fine cathedral no 
doubt, and we seen ali through it and were just 
going to leave when Micky bethought of some- 
thing Mrs. Murphy had told him and he goes 
up to one of the officials, a virgin I believe they 
call him, and says he, “I’m tould yez have a 
ith that 
he burst out laughing, ‘it’s a whispering gal- 
lery,” sayshe, ‘ Well,” says Micky, awn as 

che, ** how 
Micky had 
him there you see, ‘‘Come along and you'll 
e, and he brought us up a great 
winding stairs, and in a few minutes we were 
standin on the gallery. ‘* Now,” said he to me, 
‘if you stand there and let your friend go over 
2 é ain the 
wall you'll hear what he says.” So Micky went 
ovcr, and I clapped my head again the wall and 
as true as I’m standin’ here didn’t Micky’s 
whisper, ‘*‘ Come back to Erin,” drop as neat as 
les plaze into my very lug. Now I wasn’t a 





‘*He says it’safact. But talk about eatin’, The woman’s eyes flashed fi = 
he says he’s goin’ now to Pickadilly. whatever | torted sha ly, “’Tain’ta two-dellas todnett it’s 
he means by that.” ‘' Pick-a-what?” says I. | aseven-dollar bonnet |” p 
’ Pickadilly,” says Micky. ‘‘ Bedad and what- 














| cotch {me by the arm and dragged me away 


from him I think I would have insulted him. 

Well we got home all right at any rate, and 
the only little piece of advice I have to give is, 
ifany of yez get a chance of seeing the great 
Necropolis as al call it on the same terms as 
me and Micky did, don’t lose your opportunity 
for it’s well worth the money. 


meinen ie 
The Girl of It. 
MAMMA, 
What! powder on my little girl I've always taught with 


ever itis 1 = t will agree with him better - 
than the cockle did with us, That’s all the 9 
harm I wish the dacent man.” 
Now I could fill a book if I only had the 
learnin’ with all the quare things we seen and 
heard during the three days we spent in Lon- 
don, but grand and all as the place was we Such preposterous trash as the big DISCOUNTS: 
were glad enough to leave it, i ADVERTISED to hoodwink customers and 
e€ people was that stupid and ignorant that 
they couldn’t pronunciate their words properly. H 
The didn’t Coow how to “call a “‘aoaae * CATCH THE CAS 
os - as _ en is, £30 tt res 
» and one cha ad the owdacity | Weq: 
to ax me if I was from Hireland, ‘‘I am,” cae cee ee "Sauna Co 
I Pe a a on a ee you ever came 
rom—from the Island o aints where St, 
Patrick banished all the snakes out of the FANCY ARTICLES 
ne And a See says I, con 
en they were druv out of that, some of them SUITABL 
must have tuk refuge in this country.” Oh, I} E FOR PRESENTS 
was so wild with him, that only for Micky that Is practically unlimited. 
R. POTTER & CO. 
Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. 
Telephone 1381 
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care 
That it would spoil complexions were they dark or were 
they fair? 
LITTLE GIRL (aged twelve). 


But all the gitis just pile it on and laugh cause I don’t 
ere! —Judge. 














Alarming. 


Frei—What! Fight a duel 02 account of a 
woman? No, sir! If I caught a man flirting 
with my wife I'd invite him to come over for 
a day’s shootiug—just as I've invited you—and 
then, if an accident were to occur— 

oan manent I hope you don’t suspect 
me 
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“THE BEST ARMOR AGAINST DISEA 

: GOOD DIGESTION.” visser 
_ It is a hard, uncontrovertible fact that more disease 
is directly attributable to disorders of the Stomach 
than to all the other organs combined ; this is not hard 
for even the unprofessional to understand when we 





A Similarity. 
Little Roger—Pa, what are the three ele- 
ments? 
Pa—Fire, water and air. 
Little Roger—Then, what are political ele- 


ments? take into i i 
? : c consideration the mass of food that it i 
ar iriskaitsties etd satinsh - = consi t ood that it is made 
. ceptacle of for a time, there t i 
a gested and so assimilated’ oe 
The Inwardness of It. MALTOPEPSYN 

“eee ‘ . ” : (an artificial gastric juice—f, 1 r i 
What's this seal trouble? asked Ig aid the weak stomnacts mh so cure intigation Bacsen 


Noramus. 

‘** Why, the seal skin people,” said Knowitall, 
“want the plush people mulcted for infringe- 
ment of copyright.” 


——.____» 


psia etc. In fact, it is a good aid to digest a earty 
dinner, and can dono harm,as it is only adding an extra 
amount of gastric juice, does not stimulate, and so there 
isnoreaction. Endorsed by physicians. Send ects. ir, 
postage for valuable book tc HAZEN MORSE, 
INTERNATIONAL Brivcg, OnTAR’ ~ 


Explaining It eee ss 

‘*Harry,” said Mrs. Bloobumper, ‘‘ what is | 
the instantaneous method of taking photo- t W t 
the insta id US ab YOU Wan 

“It is a system by which your pic‘ure is > 
taken in an instant after waiting half a day in H IC K M A N S 
the gallery,” replied B!oobumper.—Munsey's 
Weekly. Bo 
a woman near him was robbed of her bonnet 
by a gust of wind. Off jumped the woman BOQUET TEA 


after her bonnet without waiting for the car | 
to stop, while the director sat helpless and | 50 cents per pound. 5 Ib. for $2,256 
Order by mail or telephone. 


angry with visions of a suit for injuries from 
the relatives of the bareheaded woman, dancing | 


Bee ene ae tet scree | HICKMAN & CO. 
'-PARKDALE KASH GROCERY 


got upon the car, which had now stopped for 
1424 Queen West. Tel. 5061 
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etoetigacas ‘Bo 
Justly Indignant Ka 
Every right-minded woman resents any re- | 
fiections on her bonnet. Here is an illustration ve 
in a story from open-car time: A director of a S 
horse railroad line was riding on the car when 





her. * That’s right,” said the director. ‘* Tnat’s | 
right ; risk your life for a two-dollar bonnet !” | 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 








ls the Headquarters for Trunks, Traveling Bags, Valises, 
Satchels and all traveling requisites. 


We have also a large assortment of Fancy Goods, 
suitable for Birthday and Wedding presents. 


Anyone desirous of securing a bargain in the above 
mentioned goods will do well to give us a call. 


~ CONSUMPTION SREY 


* CURED 


TO THE EDITOR:—Please inform your readers that I have a positive remedy for the 
ibove named disease. By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases have been permanently crred. 
I shall be glad to send two bottles of my remedy FREE to any of your readers who have co..- 
sumption if they will send me their Express and Post Office Address. Respectfully, T. A. SLOCUM, 
M.C., 186 West 4delaide St., TORONTO, ONTARIO. 














Boils and | Carbuncles 


Carbuneles result from a debilitated, tm-| For years I was afflicted with Car 
poverished, or impure condition of the | buncles on the back of my neck. They 
blood. They are a source of great suffer-| were a source of much suffering. I com- 
ing, and ‘are liable to appear in large | menced taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which 
numbers, unless overcome by the use of | cured the Carbuncles, and has since kept 
some powerful alterative, Ayer’s Sarsa- | me entirely free from them ; my appetite 
parila cures these painful tumors, and also has improved, and I am in better health 


prevents them, by removing their cause. | than ever before. — O. Sneil, Lowell, Mass. 

One year ago I suffered from Boils and; I was troubled, for a long time, witb s 
Carbuneles, and for nearly two months | humor which appeared on my face in ugly 
wus unable to work. 1 was entirely Pimples and Blotches. By 


Cured By Taking rr 
aking two bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,| Ayer’s Sarsaparilla T was cured. I con- 
ae i. McDonald, Soley “Arest, sider this medicine the best blood purifier 
Charlestown, Mass. e 8 Charles H. Smith, North 

‘or some time past, until recently, my | Craftsbury, 
blood wes in a disordered condition. I had numbers of Carbuncles on my 
was covered from head to foot with small, | neck and back, witb sw ellings in my arm- 
and very irritating, blotehes. After using | pits, and suffered greatly. Nothing re- 
three bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, I am/ lieved me until I began taking Ayer’s 
entirely cured. —C. Ogden, Camden, N. J. Sarsaparilla. This m we — m me 
I suffered with Boils every spring, for to health. —Selby Carter, Nashville, Tena. 


years, until I began taking By taking a few bottles of Ayer’s Sar- 


Ayer’s Sarjsaparilla 
capariiie. A few bottles of this medicine | I have been cured of a troublesome skin 


rmanent cure. — KE. F. Lund, | disease, caused by impure blood ~Wm. 
Portsmouth, Va. "lo. Vanever, Battle Creek, Mich. 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. ' Sold by al! draggiate. Price $1; ix dottion, 63. 
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which he hoped to see considerably enlarged, 
Scholarships had been added to those already 
in operation, and most satisfactory results had 
attended the system of recitals, lectures and 
concerts, which had proved so popular. The 
first diplomas granted by the Conservatory 
had been awarded to students who had satis- 
factorily completed the collegiate coufse. Mr. 
Allan complimented the members of the teach- 
ing staff upon the zeal and energy which had 
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SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
tented paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 


Caenye eae eeceagg characterized the efforts of the faculty. The 
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- 
An interesting competition took place last 
Saturday afternoon at the Conservatory for a 











donated by Mr. Fisher, the musical director. 
After a close examination Miss Franciska 
Heinrich, a young lady not yet numbering 
twelve summers, was declared the successful 
candidate, The competition was limited to 
students under eighteen years of age. Mr. S. 
H. Clark, the well-known elocutionist, this 
week commenced a class for the study of 
Shakespeare’s works, these lectures being free 
to the students. Mr. Clark’s ability made the 
event very instructive and enjoyable. The 
Conservatory is certainly displaying energy in 
the matters relating to the advancement of 


art and literary culture. 
* 
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Music. 


The inquisitive man again astailed me with 
the question, ‘‘ Which is the best, the Toronto 
Vocal Society or the Haslam Vocai Society?” 
But I was not to be caught with such ungram- 
matical chatf, and declined to put myself on 
record. The concert given by the former of 
these rival organizations,on Thursday even- 
ing, January 22, was certainly a success, and 
especially so as regards the fashionable char- 
acter of its audience. The Pavilion was com- 
pletely filled, extra seats having been placed, 
and it was a brilliant audience, composed of 
the elite of the city. The society itself was not 
the least attractive part of the roomful by any 
means. One hundred and sixty uniformly 
dressed singers made quite an imposing ar- 
pearance. A number of familiar faces was ap- 
parent, especially among the gentlemen. The 
singing of the society was characterized by 
several ngw features. There was in the forte 
passages a fine, robust, yet mellow tone, and 
an excellent balance, although the altos were a 
trifle weak,and a slightly greater weight of 
tone in the sopranos than in the other parts, 
The attacks were prompt and decided in time, 
and the attention given to the conductor's beat 
surprisingly good, when it is considered that 
much of the material ,was new to the society's 
style of work, and that all were confronted by 
a conductor whose methods and manner were 
entirely new to them. . 





After a long lull we shall have opera again. 
The welcome visitor is Gilbert & Sullivan's 
Gondoliers, which will be heard at the Grand 
Opera House on Monday evening for the first 


time. 
7. 


The Toronto Bicycle Club will hold a conver- 
sazione at the Academy of Music on Tuesday 
evening next, with the T. B. C. Orchestra, the 
T. B. C. Glee Club, Mrs. R. J. Hall, Miss May 
Cooper, Mr. H. L. Clarke, and Mr. R. J. Hall as 


performers, = 


On Thursday evening next the Toronto Sym- 
phony Orchestra, under Signor D’Auria, will 
give its third concert, with Mrs. Clara E. Shil- 
ton and Mr. Herbert L. Clarke as soloists. The 
chief work to be performed will be Meyerbeer’s 
great march, Indienne, with the full orchestra, 
assisted by the band of the Queen’s Own Rifles. 
a novelty as well asa most imposing number. 
Other selections will be the William Tell over- 
ture, a fantasia entitled Cleopatra, for harpand 
strings, and Gounod’s Saltarello. The energy 
displayed by the orchestra is most commend- 
able, especially when it is considered that 
these musicians are playing without any pecu- 
niary engagement, being animated by the hope 
that their enthusiasm and public spirit in mak- 
ing the sacrifices necessary to bring such a 
venture to success, may be rewarded by public 
appreciation. 


Mr. W. Edgar Buck, who conducted, evi- 
dently possesses a magnetism which compels 
attention and obedience, though his mode of 
beating time is slightly nervous and lacks free- 
dom of motion. Probably this very nervous 
accentuation had the effect of producing the 
extreme watchfulness shown by the chorus. 
Mr. Buck’s idea of the speed at which his work 
should be done pleased me very much, except 
perhaps in Dudley Buck’s Annie Laurie which 
was so slow as to lose the effect which should 
be produced by the light and airy accompani- 
ments to the melody. He wasspecially careful 
in producing dynamic contrast, securing soft 
yet clear pianissimos, while, as I have already 
suggested, the fortes were impressive and 
dignified in their solidity. The best work done 
by the chorus was in Uncertain Light, a diffi- 
cult work which was rendered with great 
spontaneity. Faning’s Miller's Wooing was 
also rendered with extreme excellence, the 
variations of tempo and shading being well 
marked and thoughtfully conceived. Leslie’s 
Pilgrims was exceedingly well sung, but 
was taken a trifle too fast. <A _ pleasirg 
feature was the introduction of two pieces by 
a composer resident in Canada. These were 
God Save Canada, a rather ponderous composi- 
tion, and You'll Never Guess, a very bright 
and pleasing work. These are from the pen of 
Mr. Joseph Gould, conductor of the Mendels- 
sohn Choir of Montreal, who writes over the 
pen name of Perceval. 


° 

The singing of Mrs. Julie E. Wyman was 
delightful, though I am afraid she mistook this 
for a part of French Canada, as three of the 
five numbers she sang were in the Gallic 
tongue. Her voice is sympathetic and rich to 
a degree, and her method is well-nigh perfect. 
She was ably and thoughtfully assisted by Miss 
Hattie Mockridge, whose accompaniments 
were excellent. Miss Aus der Ohe has never 
appeared to better advantage in Toronto than 
she did op this occasion. She gave an ideal 
rendering of the Chopin Nocturne, replete with 
sentiment and poetic feeling. The Ballade re- 
ceived a more robust interpretation, but it was 
in the Liszt Tarantelle that her superb tech- 
nique was most evident. She seems to have 
gained in warmth of tone-color since her last 
visit, and is much more sympathetic in phras- 
ing and feeling. Her encore pieces were Mosz 
kowski’s Serenata and Raff's Rigaudon., 


* 


The other orchestral organization under Mr. 
Torrington is also at work with renewed energy 
for its second concert to be given at an early 
date. The programme will embrace three over- 
tures: Fest, William Tell, and Ruy Blas, with 
Handel's celebrated Largo, Czibuika’s Songe 
D'Amour, Jadassohn’s Serenade, and other 


pieces. 
- 


Mr. Francis Fischer Powers, the popular 
young baritone of New York, and Mrs. Gerrit- 
Smith, a soprano favorably known here, will 
give a song recital at the Art Gallery on Fri- 
day, February 13, under the auspices of Mrs, 
G. T. Blackstock, from whom tickets may be 
obtained. 


On Tuesday evening, February 17 the Mozart 
Quartette, composed of Mrs. Clara E. Shilton, 
soprano: Frau Dunbar Morawetz, contralto; 
Mr. Harold Jarvis, tenor; Mr. E. W. Schuch, 
bass; will give a concert in the Parkdale 
Methodist church under the auspices of the 
Epworth League. 


. 

We shall have another boy singer here 
shortly, this time from England. Master 
Frederick Williams, the principal boy soprano 
of Westminster Abbey choir will sing here on 
February 17, 18 and 19 at tne Auditorium, these 
concerts being among the first of his American 
tour of two months. The lad is only ten years 
old, and comes supported by the highest 
credentials from prominent organists in Eng- 
land. His repertoire is very comprehensive 
and of a high class. 


Heintzman’s Band will give its concert on 
February 19, at the Pavilion, under the direc- 
tion of its new bandmaster, Mr. Herbert L. 
Clarke with Mrs. Mackelcan, Miss Minnie Gay- 
lord, Mr, E. W. Schuch, Mr. Ramsay and Mr. 
Clarke as soloists. The band pieces will com- 
prise among others the Tannheuser March, 
Oberon overture, Scharwenka’'s Polish Dance, 
Strauss Pizzicato Polka and Weber's Jubilee 
overture. 





The Caledonian Society has found that home 
talent is good enough to place its concerts on 
@ sound pecuniary basis. So this year they 
had a seven hundred dollar house, half of 
which is profit, to contrast with the twenty 
dollar surplus they had last year after en- 
joying, the Balmoral Choir. The attendance 
on Tuesday evening was simply tremendous, 
as was also the applause. Mrs. Fenwick sang 
sweetly as ever, though I went expecting to 


* 

The Philharmonic Society has issued a cir- 
cular announcing that the services of the great 
Charles Santley have been secured for its two 
concerts, on April 6 and 7, when Mendelssohn’s 
Elijah and Massenet’s Eve will be performed, 
Mr. Santley, in addition, singirg some of his 
favorite selections on the second evening. The 


hear her sing The Land o’ the Leal, in which I | Subscription price has necessarily been 
was disappointed. Little Addie Smith did her | Changed, owing to the great expense 
graceful dances, although just returned from | of securing such a brilliant attraction, 
Chicago, whereshe danced inthe Auditorium,at | but Toronto will forfeit its high repu. 


tation as a musical center if our public 
does not willingly support such a laudable 
enterprise. The Elijah is ever popular and 
finds in Mr. Santley the unrivalled expositor 
of its title-role. Massenet’s Eve is a beautiful 
romantic work and affords Mr. Santley another 
opportunity to display his great talent. Or- 
chestra, chorus and soloists are promised to be 
worthy of the central attraction. 


the Burns anniversary concert on Monday even- 
ing before ten thousand people. On Tuesday 
evening Miss Jessie Alexander was indeed 
upon her native heath, and was the success of 
the evening. Mr. Harold Jarvis gave beauti- 
ful renderings of Douglas Gordon and Afton 
Water, and Mr. Warrington was at his best, 
and sang with even more than his usual suc- 
cess. Mrs. Pilkie and Mr. James Fax com- 
pleted the aggregation which gave the Cale- 
donian Society one of its most successful con- 
certs. The accompaniments were excellently 
played by Miss Adamson and Mr. Arthur 
Depew. 


At the final rehearsal of the Toronto Vocal 
Society held on the evening of January 21, the 
honorary president of the society, Mr. J. K. 
Kerr, Q.C., presented its popular conductor, 
* Mr. W. Edgar Buck, with a handsome gold 
badge, on which was the monogram T. V. S., 
suspended from a gold bar, on which the word 
“conductor” was enamelled. Mr. Kerr ten- 
dered it in the name of the society in recogni- 
tion of the untiring efforts of Mr. Buck in for- 
warding the interests of the society and for 
bringing it to its high state of efficiency, at the 
same time hoping that Mr, Buck may be spared 
many years to conduct the Toronto Vocal 


At the annual meeting of the shareholders of 
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, recently 
held, the president, Hon. G. W. Allan, was 
able to congratulate them upon the success 
which had attended the operations of the 
institution during the past year. The number 
of pupils had been fully kept up and the char- 
acter of the work done had been moat satis- 
factory. A reference library had been founded, 
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Piano Scholarship, good for one year’s tuition, |’ 

































Society. Mr. Buck replied in a few feeling 


terms, 
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Verdi, at the ripe age of eighty-seven, is at 
work on an opera which is almost finished, the 
libretto being by Arrigo Boito, What a charm- 
ing sight it is to see these two men, both com- 
posers of undoubted excellence working to- 
gether so harmoniously ! Boito gave the world 
his splendid Mefistofele, and is content to 
write libretti for his triend. The new opera is 
to be called Falstaff, and is based,on the adven- 
tures of that burly hero as set forth by Shakes- 
peare. This is not, as many suppose, Verdi's 
first venture in comic opera. One of his earliest 
works, though not successful, was of that 


description. “ 


Signor Ed. Rubini has removed his studio to 
82 Chprch street, where he is prepared, as 
usual, to receive his pupils. 

@o 


In the January number of the Canadian 
Musical Herald, a journal edited by Mr. W. 
Elliott Haslam, with Mr. Percy W. Mitchelf 
as sub-editor, there isa notice of the second 
concert of the Toronto Symphony Orchestra, 
signed ‘‘P, W. M.,” presumably from the pen 
of the latter gentleman, It concludes with the 
following paragraph: ‘“‘The performance by 
Mr. E. W. Schuch of Verdi’s Infelice was too 
unsuccessful an experiment to ever again war- 
rant its repetition—at least in public.” Apart 
from the lurid grammatical confusion of this 
sentence, it possesses interest for the readers 
of SatuRDAY NIGHT in the fact that its in- 
spiration will be found in our issue of Decem- 
ber 27, in which there was a reference to Mr. 
Percy W. Mitchell's first public effort in Te- 
ronto as an “‘ Artiste Violoniste.” 

METRONOME, 





The Drama. 


Nothing worth writing about in the dramatic 
line has been presented here this week. The 
Grand Opera house has been occupied by Prof. 
Bristol’s exhibition of trained horses. This is 
an excellent show of the kind and well worthy 
of patronage, The sagacity displayed by the 
horses and mules is marvellous, and bespeaks 
much credit for their trainer, who, as he him- 
self intimates, has wrought it all by kindness 
instead of severity. 








The exhibition of dumb animals at the Grand 
is more instructive and amusing than the one 
given by human beings at the Academy of 
Music, under the title of Zozo, the Magic Queen. 
It is difficult to say what class this affair called 
Zozo belongs to. It seems to be a spectacular 
extravaganza—without the spectacle. It has 
also a dash of farce-comedy, with a great deal 
of one thing and another filched from other 
pieces. Taken all around it is about as poora 
combination as one could wish to see. 





At Jacobs & Sparrow’s, Gray and Stephen’s 
company are playing Vesper Bells. The in- 
terest of the piece centers around the per- 
formance of a number of dogs and ponies, The 
play is sensational and in the line that has 
always been presented by this company. 





DRAMATIC NOTES. 

Frohman’s trial theater, where plays can be 
brought out for $200 or so, provided there are 
authors who have so much, will be opened in 
New York in a few weeks. 

Aubery Boucicault, son of Dion Boucicault, 
who is just about to be married, has written a 
new play expressly for his mother, in which 
Mrs. Boucicault will appear with her daughter 
Nina and the author. 

The following notice was posted in the boxes 
of the Metropolitan Opera House, New York, 
last week: ‘‘ Many complaints having been 
made to the Opera House of the annoyance 
produced by the talking in the boxes during 
the performances, the board requests that it be 
discontinued.” 

At one of the leading theatrical agencies of 
New York the statement is made that not for 
years have reports of bad business throughout 
the country been so numerous. The city is 
filled with actors and actresses, whose com- 
panies have already collapsed. It has been 
customary to expect a flood of unemployed 
artists after the holidays, but this year many 
organizations have been forced to suspend be- 
fore the usual time, and on every pleasant 
afternoon Broadway is filled with professional 
men and women, who are looking tor engage- 
ments. 

**T was in London,” said a young Detroiter, 
‘“‘and asI was sight-seeing I took in some of 
that low life strata of the metropolis which 
forms the shadow of its wonderful pictures, I 
went toa big theater and sat in the pit. On 
one side of me I had a drunken bargee. On 
the other two fishwives, comely women with 
plenty of brawn and muscle, and I think my 
presence there made them quite as uncomfort- 
able as theirs did me. I was surprised when 
in a pause in the play the fishlady turned and 

asked me to look up ata light that hung sus- 
pended from the ceiling behind me. I turned 
my back to herand looked up at the light until 
my eyes blinked, Then failing to observe any- 
thing unusual I turned my head just in time to 
see the woman removing a long black bottle 
from her lips. She and her friend both laughed 
wickedly and I got up and left the theater, 
having had my two sixpence worth of the pit.” 

It seems that the jokes about matronliness 
in ballets are not unfounded. A troupe now 
engaged in a New York theater actually con 
tains three members whose relationship are 
those of grandmother, mother and daughter. 
The statement is more of a shock, however, 
than the sight of these three graces. The 
grandmother is a year or two under fifty, anda 
graceful, supple woman yet, with a face whose 
lines of age can readily be smoothed over with 
the chalk and rouge of imitation youth. She 
looks no more than sixty per cent. of her 
years. The mother is thirty and the grand- 
daughteronly fourteen. Thereis astrong family 
resemblance in the trio, not only facially, but 
because they are of almost precisely the same 
size and shape. One of their contributions to 
the entertainment is a skirt dance, and in the 
play bill they are declared to be sisters, It 
may be worth a record, moreover, that grandma 
can kick higher than either of her descendants, 

The following poetical description of one of 
our great lakes is given by Joseph Jefferson in 
his autcbiography : ‘Lake Huron at sunset is 
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before me now—a purple sky melting into a 
golden horizon; rich green foliage on the 
banks ; yellow sand with many-colored pebbles 
marking the beach of the lake; the clear and 
glassy water; groups of Indians lolling on the 
banks, smoking their pipes and making 
baskets; the hills dotted with their little 
villages of tents made of skins and painted 
canvas; blue smoke curling slowly up in the 
calm summer air, and all the bright colors re- 
flected in the lake. I stood there as a boy, 
skimming flat stones over the surface of the 
water, and now as I write,in the autumn of 
my life, these once quiet shores are covered 
with ousy cities; the furnaces glow with 
melted iron; the locomotive screams and 
whistles along the road where once the ox 
teams used to carry the mail, and corner lots 
and real estate agents fill the air.” 





"Varsity Chat. 


Probably in no other institution are the 
newspapers so freely read as at the ’Varsity. 
Some people may pray for daily bread, but we 
would howl unless we had the daily papers. 
Every question that arises is freely discussed 
by the students, and in order to keep “ abreast 
with the public questions of the day,” mock 
parliaments have been initiated at the Literary 
Society. On Friday night of last week, when 
the “ parliament” was opened with due cere- 
monies, a short debate took place on the topics 
referred to in the speech from the Throxe, It 
matters not what principles were involved in 
the ‘‘speech.” It is discussion the boys are 
after, and the debate was adjourned for a fort- 
night. The game will then be resumed with 
all the force of eloquence in commana of the 
members. The composition of the cabinet is 
as follows: Mr. J. M. Godfrey, Premier and 
President of the Council; Mr. W. P. Reeve, 
Minister of the Interior; Mr. A. F, Kirk- 
patrick, Minister of Finance; Mr. J. W. 
Grabam, Minister of Public Works; Mr. R. E. 
Hooper, Minister of Agriculture; Mr. H. C. 
Pope, Minister of Justice; Mr. W. G. Watson, 
Minister of Marine and Fisheries; Mr. F. W. 
Bull, Minister of Railways and Canals; Mr. U. 
M. Wilson, Minister of Militia and Defence; 
Mr. C. A. Moss, Minister of Customs; Mr. E, 
Gillis, Minister of Inland Revenue; Mr. J. A. 
McKellar, Postmaster-General ; and Mr. F. B. 
Hellems, Secretary of State. Mr. A. J. Me- 
Kinnon is leader of the Opposition. 

7 





Dr. John Ferguson, M.A., in a lecture on 
Health, before the students of Knox College on 
Friday evening of last week, advised his hearers 
to be always cheerful and in good spirits, We 
may now look for laughing societies among 
the Knox men, and expect to find all persons 
who do not conform to the rules, up before 
the college court which has been established 
for the trial of offences. The court will be con- 
ducted by the students themselves and justice 
will be meted out to those who laugh and to 
those who dg not laugh. Those who attempt 
to sing in the corridors after midnight will be 
sentenced to horrible torments in good Pres- 
byterian style. 


A number of rare books, dealing with the 
earlier economic condition of England, have 
been presented to the library by Prof, Foxwell, 
the successor of Jevons in the chair of Political 
Economy in University College, London. 

+ 


A letter to the members of the Y. M. C. A. 
has been received from Mr, James S. Gall, B.A., 
the association’s missionary in Korea, In the 
epistle there is a playful reference to the con- 
flicts the boys in days gone by had with the 
““ bobbies,” and to the disturbance on account 
of the firing of the cannon in the Queen’s park 
one Hallowe'en night. . 


Mr. H. R. Fairclough, M.A., lecturer in Greek 
in the Varsity, and Mr. A. T. DeLury, B.A., 
fellow in Mathematics in Clark University, 
have accepted positions in a college at Van- 
couver, B.C. May they be as successful in the 
future as in the past. 


Mr. J. H. Lamont presided at the social 
meeting of the class of '92, on Saturday evening 
of last week. The glowing hours were as- 
sisted in their flight by vocal and instrumental 
music, readings and recitations. The chief 
entertainers were Miss Annis, Miss Hillock, 
Miss Cline, Miss Rodgers, Miss Smith and 
Miss, Green, Messrs, Evans, Wales and Goven- 
lock. 


The students of the School of Practical 
Science have secured appliances for the culti- 
vation of muscular science, They announce 
that they have received another set of boxing 
gloves. Any student dissatisfied with his 
beauty should call on the Practical Science 
men and have the contour of his nose altered 
by the force of circumstances, DRAX ALEEN, 
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Trinity Talk. 


The Rev. the Provost will return on Monday 
from Lakewood to be present at the conver- 
sazione. 





* 
At the meeting of the Literary Institute 
held on Friday last a most interesting debate 
on the Sunday Street Car question was held, 
Mr, Stevenson and Mr. Chilcott speaking 
against Sunday cars while Messrs. Trenholm 
and Reid spoke in their favor. The speeches 
were good, and though Mr. Trenholm brought 
forward many strong arguments for the nega- 
tive, the audience declared themselves in favor 
of the affirmative by a fair majority. 


The hockey craze has reached Trinity and 
our enthusiasts are hard at work making and 
flooding a good sized rink on the campus, but 
owing to the rather unpropitious weather their 
attempts have not, as yet, been attended with 
much success. A couple of practice games 
with the team at the New Fort showed that 
there are some good players among the 


students, and before long we hope to have a 
try at a team from Varsity. 
* 


The Classical Association, judging from the 
success of their first meeting. is going to be 
most popular. Mr. Coleman read a paper on 
Virgil as an Author, which showed careful pre- 
paration and which was of a most instructive 
character. Mr. Martin's essay of Virgil and his 
Models was much enjoyed. Rev. Prof. Lioyd 
brought the meeting to an end by a general 
review of the papers which had been read 
during the evening. The next meeting will be 


held on February 10. Cacus, 





Higher Materia ism. 





For Saturday Night. 


L 
Oh, wondrous works of nature, 
How sweet your words to me— 
The sighing of the forest, 
The sobbing of the sea! 
Far down the roaring tempest, 
When I behold thy form, 
The light of hope arises 
And glimmers thro’ the storm. 


IL. 
Thy heart-throbs are eo mighty, 
Thy grace is so divine, i 
Thy harmony so wondrous, 
To this poor heart of mine. 
I seem to rise on pinions 
Above the mind of man, 
Beholding as a river 
The great eternal plan. 


IIL. 

Tis in these mighty moments 

I feel no more than a sod ; 
And tho’ a sod, an image 

Of the great one heing God; 
I know I am eternal 

Infinite and sublime— 
Existing, if only as matter, 

Throughout unending time. 


: IV. 
I am no more than a flower 
No less than the glorious sun; 
For being is eternal 
And all things are but one; 
And if this body pulseth 
Or lieth in the ground, 
It still exists and will exist, 
In one eternal round. 
Vv. 
And who shall say this stone here 
Doth not a joy conceal, 
More glorious than the glorious joys 
All arts of man reveal ? 
So shall I be as happy ¥ 
And shall exist as well 
If I be a very sun of suns 
Or a daisy in a dell ; 
For the daisy is a daisy 
As much as the sun’s a sun— \ 
All being is eternal | 
And all things are but one. 
James A, TucksrR. 


Sir Faintheart, 
For Saturday Night. 


When on the street I meet my love, 
My heart goes pit-a-pat ; 

A blush doth overspread my face 
As I take off my hat ; 

I am exultant when she smiles, 
And then the thought comes fast, 

She’d smile again that self-same smile, 
If another fellow past. 

And then I gaze on all I meet, 
With sour, jaundiced eye, 

And heave from my dejected heart 
A pessimistic sigh. 


She does not know that I espied 
Her cloak of dainty brown, 
A block away, and then began 
To trample children down : 
Crossed streets, turned corners, almost missed 
The trophy of my race ; 
Nor by what mathematic thought 
I met her face to face ; 

Nor know my yearnings as I pass 
Her form of light and grace ; 
Nor how I hate the capoted beast 

Who has usurped my place. 


And when, to wander by her side 
I am allowed by fate ; 
Perchance I say, ‘‘ The weather's fine,” 
Then, “‘ Yes, ‘tis wet of late.” 
Perhaps, did I not know she'd laugh, 
I'd sentimental grow, 
So I say nothing, lest I cause 
That silver stream to flow. 
Ah! much I fear, 1’'ll never win 
A love-glance from those eyes ; 
So faint a heart as mine did ne’er 
Deserve so fair a prize. 
H. W. CHARLESwortH. 





In the Dance. 


Her daintie feete do shylie showe 
Benethe her gowne, as to and froe 
She treades ye mazes of ye dance, 
And oft I looke at them—askance, 
Lest that I’m lookynge she maie knowe. 


Soft satyne slippers bro’t from France, 
Withe bowe and buckle to enhance 
Their charm, and my hearte lyes below 
Her daintie feete. 


And as she moveth faste or slowe, 
Accordynge as ye tune doth goe, 
I praye that some moste happie chance 
May lede besyde me, thro’ life’s dance, 
To treade ye measure ever soe, 


Her daintie feete. —Spirit. 





In An Old Garden. 


Weeds run riot where lilies grew, 

Stately and lovely and pure as truth, 
In the old, dead days when the garden knew 

The beauty that blesses the time of youth. 
Nettles creep to the crumbling sill, 

And briers climb where the rose once bloomed, 
But a clump of rue holds its tenure still, 

And remembers the beauty that fate has doomed. 





Moss grows thick on the path where trod 
The feet of youth in the days gone by, 
And the feet of those who were-nearing God 
And the time to lay work down and die. 
I wonder if ever, on moonlit nights, 
Ghostly footfalls, through mold and mo:s, 
Come and go where the old delights 
Of life and loving gave place to loss? 


Lovers have walked here, hand in hand; 
Here, by this dying tree, was told 
A story sweeter to understand 
Than the tales of all poets, young or old. 
Where is the lover who told his love 7 
Where is the maiden whose lips he kissed ? 
Ah! but the grave grass grows above 
Those who no longer are mourned or missed. 


Poor old garden of dead delights, 
Haunted I know you are, night and day. 
The gull from the sea, in his landward flights, 
Hints of the fleet years th .t flew away. 
Ever and ever, while nettles spread 
Over the beds where the lilies grew, 
You think of the past and its long since dead, 
And the beauty and brightness that once you knew 





Your heart is truer than hearts of men i 
O poor old garden, for men forget ; i 
They bury their dead and go on again, : 
And life has room for but brief regret ; i 
But you mourn forever for lost delights ; 
You grieve for the beauty that could not last ; 
And I share your sorrow on lonesome nights 
When my heart remembers its happy past. 
Evan E. Rexrorp. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








Noted People. 





On the Duke of Orleans’s recent trip he took 


.400 photographs, which, upon development, 


showed 350 blank and fifty unrecognizable 


scenes, 
The new Archbishop of York, Dr. Magee, 


formerly Bishop of Peterborough, is the first 
Irishman who has ever become Primate of 


England. 


The income of Lord Revelstoke, the head of 


the house of Baring, will not in future exceed 
£3,000 a year. 
thousand. 


Marshal Booth gives this succinct statement 
of the salvation methods: ‘ Scrubology and 
soapology, instead of theology, in dealing with 
the submerged twentieth of society. 


Rider Haggard'’s wife is a plump and rosy 
little Englishwoman, the personification of 
energy, and in that respect as well as in stature 
the very opposite of her talented husband. 


King Oscar of Sweden has blossomed out as 
an author. The fourth volume of his literary 
labors, just issued from the press, comprises 
the speeches he delivered prior to his accession 
to the throne, 


Boston has made the discovery that the 
original of Longfellow’s Village Blacksmith, 
who stood under the spreading chestnut tree, 
and the muscles of whose brawny arms were 
as strong as iron bands, is Henry Francis 
Moore, a blacksmith still living in Medford, 
Mass. 


The late Chief Rabbi of London’s Ethical 
Will, published in the Jewish Chronicle, con- 
tains this exhortation: ‘* Whatever be your 
calling, continue to shun, oh, my dear ones, as 
I know you do, every kind of usury, for usury 
still constitutes, alas! the malignant canker 
which eats into the vitality of the House of 
Israel.” 


Lord Tennyson some time since gave to a 
newspaper correspondent an account of his 
method of composition. Whenever he sees a 
picturesque scene in nature, he jots down the 
four or five words which describe it most per- 
fectly, to be worked afterwards into his poems. 
“A fullsea glazed with muffled moonlight,” 
*“‘Its stormy crests that smote against the 
skies,” ‘* Slow dropping veils of thinnest lawn,” 
are some of the examples of these studies from 
the life. 


On the forefinger of Chauncey Depew may be 
seen an old ring which has been often com- 
mented upon. It is one of those mystic Ger- 
man rings which was given him by one of the 
nobility while abroad. Composed of three 
separate bands, it parts slightly in the middle 
when the fingers are bent. The outside is 
perfectly plain and is set with ruby and ame- 
thyst. Upon pressing these stones, a spring 
opens and discovers the surface covered with 
magical signs and names of spirits. 


Queen Victoria's daughters, in addition to 
being excellent needlewomen, are also good 
cooks. When they were children they had a 
little kitchen of their own at Osborne, where 
they concocted all kinds of dishes, sweets being 
naturally the favorites. Here they converted 
into jam the fruit out of their own gardens, 
and turned out many a savory dish for the 
delectation of their brothers, all of whom had 
as excellent appetites as generally appertain to 
boys. At least one of the Princesses still con- 
tinues to cook an occasional little dish, and has 
been heard to say that she would have made an 
excellent chef. 


Mrs. Van Rensselaer Cruger, who, under the 
fanciful nom de plume of Julien Gordon, has 
made for herself an excellent literary reputa- 
tion, is a brilliant and beautiful society woman 
of the most exclusive circles in New York city. 
She is distantly connected with the Washing- 
ton Irving family, while her husband is a de- 
scendant ot the old patroons of Albany. Col. 
Cruger is a prominent Republican leader, and 
it is through his experiences that Mrs. Cruger 
geined the insight into political affairs, which 
enabled her to write A Diplomat’s Diary. Mrs. 
Cruger had long wished to try her hand at 
novel-writing, but not until recently has she 
exercised her powers. She has a beautiful 
home and entertains handsomely. Few women 
in the full tide of social favor would find time 
or inclination for severe literary pursuits. 


Mr. Leatham Bright, son of the great 
‘Tribune of the people,” has some very original 
and amusing ideas. One is that Christmas 
dishes are abominations. Last Christmas Day 
he was going down to Cardiff to look after one 
of his ships, and on the way telegraphed to his 
hotel—‘‘ Prepare dinner at eight for three. If 
you put on the table turkey, goose, sausage, 
or plum pudding shall not pay.” The hotel 
proprietor thought he would retaliate the fun 
of his jocular and genial guest, and when Mr. 
Bright and friends arrived they found to their 
astonishment that nothing but bread and 
cheese had been put on the table for their 
dinner. Seeing at once the joke, Mr. Bright 
declared that nothing would suit them better, 
and commenced the dinner. But immediately 
afterwards some good honest dishes, neither 
turkey, goose, sausage, nor plum pudding, 
were brought up, and all was well that ended 
well, 


De. Todhunter, the great mathematician, 
was very chary o* his praise, and any student 
at Cambridge University who succeeded in 
gaining a word of commendation from Dr. 


‘Todhunter must have richly deserved it. On 


one occasion the worthy doctor propounded a 
formidable problem to the class for solution, 
The question was an abstruse one, and all the 
members of the class, with the exception of 
one, gave it upin despair. This man, whom 
we will call Taylor, stuck to the question man- 
fully, and at length succeeded in obtaining the 
correct solution. Taylor duly handed in his 
work to the doctor, amid the interest of his 
classmates, who felt certain that he would re- 
ceive some meed of praise for his unexpected 
solution. Dr. Todhunter went carefully 
through it, giving vent to an occasional *‘ Hm ! 
yes.” On reaching the end he turned to Tay- 
lor and said : ‘‘ Don’t you think you had better 
dot thati?” A roar of laughter burst from 
the class, and “dot your i” was a standing 
joke for a long time afterwards, 
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Men’s Women. 


We often hear the expression ‘a man's wo- 
man.” Let it be noted that the words are 
usually uttered by one of the gentle sex, 
and prefaced by an ejaculation savoring 
slightly of disapproval, an ‘‘Oh!” accompanied 
by a meaning smile, a slight elevation of the 
eyebrows, a shrug of the shoulders. 

“Oh, yes,” they say, with one or more of 
these mystic signals,—‘‘ oh, yes, she is a man’s 
woman.” 

Now, do they mean by this to impute or to 
excuse vagary? And what is a man’s woman ? 
Most of us understand pretty accurately what 
is intended by this epithet, yet it is hard to de. 
fine, and the direct question is a baffling one. 

Most women are, have been, or intend t» be- 
come the possession of some especial man; yet 
it may be certified that the greater number of 
them are not, never were, and never will be 
**mer’s women.” How, then, are we to dis- 
tinguish this subtle difference which so cl arly 
marks out certain women among their sisters? 

First of all, let us succinctly and definitely 
explain that a ‘‘man’s woman” is a short- 
hand phrase. It means to express tersely 
what it would take too long to state in detail. 
A “*man’s woman” is one whose society is 
sought with avidity by the opposite sex, whose 
most ardent champions are men, at whose bid- 
ding men are prompt to respond, and in whose 
companionship men seem to find peculiar hap- 
piness, She is one who “ makes conquests,” and 
who is ever winning lovers. 

With closed doors, and in low whispers, 
other women, who are not ‘‘men’s women,” 
ask each other, Whatisit? What is this in- 
ward grace of which the outward evidences 
are so marked—this atmosphere which envi- 
rons some women and gives them such incon- 
testable power? Women who cannot see it, or 
women who are blind and will not, ask each 
other, ‘‘ What is it?” 

A man’s woman may be beautiful, clever, 
accomplished ; she may have in addition the 
luxurious surroundings, the indolent ease, 
which in these sybaritic days seem necessary 
adjuncts to a woman’s attractiveness and 
gracefully frame the picture. Yet these things 
are not necessary to a man’s woman. It is 
quite possible that she may possess none of 
them, 

Perhaps of them all the gift of a transcendent 
beauty is the one with which she can the most 
easily dispense. The man’s woman is seldom 
really plain (although such cases have existed), 
but she is oftenest not beautiful. None the 
less she casts such a glamor over her admirers 
—‘‘throws dust into their eyes,” as her de- 
tractors say—that men will sometimes insist 
of such a one that she is beautiful ; and this in 
the very face of all the art schools and all the 
canons of correct proportion. 

As to her cleverness, while she generally dis- 
plays the subtlety of thought, the quick adap- 
tiveness, the fine discernment, which betray 
knowledge of the human heart, she may be 
more or less lazy intellectually: her learning 
may be superficial and her accomplishments 
few. I say they may be; because if she pos- 
sesses wit, culture, and talent these are un- 
doubtedly an added charm, particularly if she 
employ them in increasing her personal attrac- 
tions. But they are not necessary to the sway 
she exerts. In fact, they are valueless if they 
walk not hand in hand with suppleness and 
tact. Men instinctively dislike ‘ superior” 
women; and many women who are beautiful, 
well educated, and elegant have never received 
bliss-conferring brevet of fascination. 

There must be, then, some force outside ofall 
other attributes, independent of them, and as 
vague in its sources as it is evident and power 
ful in its effects. The beauty of a ‘‘man’s 
woman ” may consist in a mysterious smile, a 
trick of the hair upon the brow, a dainty slip- 
per,—nothing more; yet the magic perfume of 
her presence is enough. Men feel that the 
more would be t0o0 much. Women, who al- 
ways give large credence to the power of mere 
beauty, will forever look on and marvel. If it 
were only a certain exterior configuration of 
form and color it would be no wonder. But 
there is another, a subtler charm, which lies 
deeper and eludes analysis. It matters little 
whether her eyes be large or light or small or 
dark, her features classic or irregular, whether 
her tongue be eloquent or she be given to 
silence, if ‘she hides within herself that which 
attracts, enchants, and retains. 

The man’s woman is an individual, a person- 
ality; she sometimes manifests admirable 
traits of character. They are developed, pos 
sibly, by those very forms of temptation and of 
trial to which she will be peculiarly subjected. 
Her calumniators can often find no harsher 
epithet of condemnation for her than that 
which forms our theme. She may be heart- 
less, it is true; she may even be cruel, cold, 
mean ; but this is uncommon and improbable. 
In fact, she is rarely envious or malicious, and 
she has generally a large-mindedness which 
makes her “easy to live with.” While she is 
not deficient in the desire to please, she is 
often no more energetically vain than others, 
She is even capable of resenting a measure of 
the admiration which she inspires, and for 
which other women toil with such meagre re- 
sults, 

The man’s woman is generally quick to 
recognize her own peculiar power in another. 
She can judge a woman from a man’s stand- 
point, and do her generous and full justice. 
Yet she herself inspires aversion in the greater 
number of her own sex. If baleful glances 
could slay, she would not survive an hour. 
Nothing can be more flattering ; for, while she 
feels little envy, she inspires an immense deal, 
and let some of those who think they despise 
her fear to discover that they secretly admire 
her! She has for enemies most of the women 
of her own age and station who think them 
selves endowed with equal attractions, most 
women who have done with, or who have 
never tasted, the sweets of love and coquetry, 
and therefore look upon these things with 
acerb distrust, and all the mothers of marriage. 
able daughters. 

The man's woman is rarely susceptible ; often 
she is exclusive and difficile. She is generally 
married young, and her career extends from 
the age of twenty to forty-five ; sometimes in- 
deed it stretches beyond this point, as in the 
example of Julie de Recamier, queen over 
men’s hearts for half a century, who yet re- 



















Deacon Mulgreaves— 
By Jimminey |—— 





mained proud and pure. Some of to-day’s en- 
chantresses, like her, only ask leave to live 
their life, to be allowed to pass by without 
being rudely jostled. 

When the man’s woman enters a 100m, be it 
full even of inimical persons, ‘she invariably 
produces sensation. Her dress is discussed, 
her modes of live, her habits, her gestures ; 
they are frequently imitated. Her words are 
repeated, exaggerated, sometimes wilfully 
misunderstood ; but, be she praised or blamed, 
she is always of importance, always desired, 
always welcome. ‘To be both censured and 
sought after creates counter-currents. The life 
of such a woman will be full of disquieting 
rapids. If happiness means calm, she will 
rarely be happy. Her outward tranquillity will 
conceal inward tumult. Her life may be a bril- 
liant one ; it is almost never peaceful. 

With women her friendships will not be ro- 
mantic. There may often enter into them an 
element of practical helpfulness and of quiet 
constancy, for her tyrannies, exactions and 
caprices will not be exercised here. She will 
give and look for support, not for transport. 
To a person who has tampered with the fires 
in passion-sick souls, the enthusiasms of friend- 
ship must always look a little tame. 

I have said that she has many enemies 
among women, but ca va sans dire that she 
has for her friends or lovers, as the case may 
be, nearly all men. And she has another class 
of adorers, unselfish, reverent, even abject: I 
mean very young girls. She will have a whole 
bevy of these maidens about her, if she can 
only be patient enough to bear with them. To 
these girls, hardly more than children, not 
having yet attained the age of social rivalries, 
she is the goddess of all beauty and loveliness. 
They secretly pray Heaven that they may some 
day resemble her ; they ask their mothers if it 
be possible. If she so much as pass her 
jewelled fingers over their hair negligeatly, 
they carry the soft touch upon their foreheads 
all through the day like a benediction. She 
herself does not know, has probably no idea, of 
the extent of ethereal idolatry which she in- 
spires in these humble hearts ; she might only 
consider it laughable ; for, while she is capable 
of frank cordiality towards her own sex, she 
has a horror of silliness in affection. And at 
the best, women must necessarily play a sub- 
ordinate role in her life, since most of those 
who busy themselves about her actions are but 
as shadows to her. 

In her relations with men the man’s woman 
is always an enigma to the by-standers. They 
lose themselves forever in a maze of conjec- 
ture as to whether she have or have not the 
capability of deep feeling. Women call her 
designivg and mischief-making, and yet no 
word may be more misapplied. She sometimes, 
in fact, behaves with extraordinary unworldli- 
ness. She may whimsically discard the de- 
siragle aspirant to her favor, to encourage the 
trembling and timid devotion of one who, 
having nothing to offer but his adoration, 
takes it and her seriously ; and who knows but 


he may be right? 


Certain it is that her conduct will be full of | 


surprises, and subjected to no rules. If she 
marries, it is probable that her husband will 
think her adorable; and it is also certain that 
he will be pitied by all his female friends. 

Who shall say whether the man’s woman is 
a natural product or the expressior of her own 
fate? Who shall boast of having understood 
her? Who has divined whether she be pas- 
sionate or cold? Some one defines charm as 


the expression of a heart that is full of passion. | 


Wherein does her charm inhere? The ques- 


tion isone that touches upon the domain of | 


psy chology. 


Alone in the silence of her own room, seeing 
herself without glamor and without pretences, | 
does she indeed fathom herself? Does she look 


into her mind and ask herself, gazing in her 
mirror, ‘* What is it?” Or does she smile back 
at the reflection and say to herself, ‘‘ I know? 

We leave her in this semi-obscurity. Her 
secret is not for us. Let us respect its shib- 


boleth, lest, like the Ephraimites of old, we be 
ourselves routed and slain.-—Julien Gordon in | 


Lippincott's. 
ET 


For Me. 
For Saturday Night. 
Thy lips, my love, are rose leaves, 
Thy brow—a tablet fair— 
Thine eyes are Heaven's azure 
And thread: of gold thy hair. 


Y:t though thou art so lovely 
Thy mind is love ier still 

And binds my heart to thine, love— 
Let time charge as it will. 


Thy lips may lose their rose hue, 
Thy brow may wrinkled be, 
Thine eyes—thy hair—may fade, love. 


But thy s:ul is for me! FRuix. 





Conceited Celebrities. 


It is of course pardonable that a great man 
should have a high opinion of himself. One 
cannot find much fault with Wordsworth, 
even when one reads that he spoke of himself 
as writing on, though fully assured that his 
poems would be unpopular, because he knew 
that they would also be immortal! Many 
other poets have laid to their souls the same 
flattering unction, and have been content to 
write for posterity, which, however, has not 
always been content to read them. Horace, 
speaking of his odes, said: ‘‘I have erected a 
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—that wuz an—— 





A Change of Front, 





—awful pooty gal— 









monument more durable than brass, and more 
regal than the lofty height of the pyramids ;” 
while Shakespeaze, in one of his sonnets, used 
ano expression so similar that one suspects it at 
once as borrowed : 

‘Not marbles, nor the gilded monuments 

O! princes, shall outlive this lofty rhyme ; 
Bat you shall shine more bright in these contents 
Than unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time.” 

Lord Tennyson, too, is reported to have said 
that the Bugle Song, in The Princess, is the 
finest lyric in the English language. Walter 
Savage Landor was cf opinion that his Imag- 
inary Conversations were of such literary value 
that there had not been five volumes ot prose 
to equal them in two thousand years. 

Coming to quite another sphere of life from 
that of the poet—the cricket field, to wit—we 
may mention old Lillywhite, who used to say: 
“IT bowls the best ball in England, and Mr. 
Horene bowls the next.” It was quite true 
doubtless, but even its truth was  over- 
shadowed by its beautiful modesty. 

It is related of Victor Hugo that, when quite 
unknown, he walked into the office of a certain 
publisher and tried to sell him some poems, 
The publisher was not in a buying frame of 
mind, and Victor, as he went out, said: ‘‘ You 
have to-day thrown away a fortune, sir. I was 
about to make an arrangement with you 
whereby you would be able to publish every- 
thing I shall write in the future. Yon have 
lost that opportunity. It is one that will never 
occur again.” Somewhat tall talk, this, for a 
youth not out of his teens, though his after 
fame justified it. 

When Lord Beaconsfield first tried to speak 
in the House of Commons, he broke down 
utterly, and was mercilessly laughed at. With 
more emotion, probably, than he ever allowed 
himself to show at any subsequent time dur- 
ing the whole of his public career, he said, in a 
trembling voice: ‘* You have laughed at me 
to-day. The time will come when yov will 
be glad to hear me.” 

A composer of no particular note once said : 
**When I was twenty I said ‘I’; at thirty I 
said ‘Iand Mozart’; at forty I said ‘ Mozart 
and I’; at fifty, I now say ‘ Mozart.’”—London 
Tit-Bits. 





Osgoode Legal and Literary Society. 


Our At Home, which speaks for itself in 
another column, rather interfered with the 
usual programme of this society last Saturday 
evening, the first hour being taken up in dis- 
cussing all-important arrangements. 

On the meeting being called to order by the 
president, it was fcund that the secretary was 
absent and with him the society’s minute book. 
However, his chair was exceedingly well filled 
by Mr. Boland. It was found impossible to 
discuss the Unrestricted Reciprocity question, | 
which had been set for the evening's debate, 
owing tothe absence of both leaders, conse- 
quenily the president was asked to namea 
subject for impromptu discussion. He arose to 
the occasion by suggesting Sunday Street Cars, 
which happened to be asubject which suited 
his audience admirably, and led to one of the 
best and liveliest debates of the session. Mr. 
Harper Armstrong volunteered to lead the 
affirmative, and Mr. Russell Starr the nega- 
tive. 

Mr. Armstrong opened the discussion by re- 
viewing a good many of the arguments which 
have appeared in the press, but greatly to the 
delight of his audience, embellishing them 
with airy flights of fancy, and interspersing 
them with jokes, thus attacking at one and 


thet jest went by !|—— 








Mrs. Mulgreaves (on 
ahead)— Deacon !-—Judge. 





the same time two of the most vulnerable 
points of a law student, his reasoning power 
and his risibility. 

Mr. Starr followed for the negative and pre - 
sented the case in its religious and scientific 
aspects. He claimed that the cause of religion 
is not forwarded by people travelling miles to 
hear a popular preacher when they can worship 
God as well in their own “little church around 
the corner”; that the researches of scientific 
men have proved that one day out of seven 
must be set aside for rest and recuperation, 
and that although the rich man might drive in 
his carriage on Sunday it was no reason why 
the poor man should, as two wrongs cannot 
make one right. 

Mr. G. J. Ashworth supported Mr. Arm- 
strong in a speech redolent of wild flowers 
and fresh breezes, carrying in fancy, the 
worker tired with six days’ hard labor with his 
ailing wife and sickly bairns, from squalid sur- 
roundings hemmed in by smoke and bad smells 
to the sweet-scented country where, in draw- 
ing near to nature, thy could hardly fail to 
draw nearer to nature’s God. 

Mr. Kingston did his best by clever argu- 
ment and well chosen words to bolster upa 
cause which from the first was evidently lost. 

Messrs. Lake and Cross followed for the 
affirmative and Messrs. Langford and Ander- 
son for the negative. 

Mr. Ryckman in virtue of his office criticized 
the various speakers ; his learned aspect and 
scholarly attainments lend added weight to his 
remarks, make him the terror of careless and 
ungrammatical speakers and cannot fail to 
have beneficial effect on the society. 

The president summed up the debate in a 
very concise manner. The arguments in favor 
of Sunday cars were based upon reason; in 
large cities cars became a necessity and con- 
sequently were not contrary to Scripture ; just 
when they became a necessary work was the 
question, which depended entirely on the size 
of our city. He agreed with the affirmative 
that Toronto had reached that limit. The 
arguments of the negative were mainly based 
upon sentiment, and perhaps prejudice, but as 
these two elements were of but little weight in 
a court of justice, he felt justified in deciding 
in favor of the affirmative. 

Mr. Harper Armstrong gave notice that he 
will move that an evening be set apart to dis- 
cuss the advisability of the society taking an 
active part in the coming election of Benchers, 

Lex, 





A Nice, Quiet Little Boy. 


‘* You were a nice, quiet little boy in Sunday 
school this morning, Bobby,” said the minister. 
“IT was very much pleased.” 

** Yes,” replied Bobby, “pa said that if I'd 
behave myself in Sunday school I needn’t go to 
church.”— Brooklyn Citizen. 








The Poor Husband. 


A young married couple lived very happily 
together. One morning, however, the young 
woman was very morose at the breakfast table 
and behaved in a most extraordinary way. The 
husband noticed the change in her manner, but 
on being questioned by him as to the cause of 
it, she would not give him satisfaction until he 
finally insisted on being told what was the 
matter. ‘* Well,” she said at last, * if I dream 
again that you have kissed another woman I 
will not speak to you again as long as I live.” 
— Wasp. 





oe - 


The Dear Girls. 


Ethel—I saw your intended to-day. 

Maud— Whom do you refer to? 

Ethel—Why, Jack Brown, of course. 

Maud—O dear no. He is not my intended. 
He is only my engaged.—Munsey’s Weekly. 


A Lie on the Face of It. 





Mr. Chris, Cross—Late m’ dear? I sure you I 


came straight home from the store.—Puck. 
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The Mystery of the Panelled House 
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CHAPTER XXX. 
FRESH LINKS, 

Strange, as it may appear, the calamity which 
had lately occurred, in which such deadly in- 
ury appeared to have been done to the heir of 

gle’s Crag by the heir of Musgrave Towers, 
instead of fomenting the jealousy between the 
two houses and widening the breach, seemed 
rather to act in an opposite way and quench 
the worst of the fire which had smouldered and 
blazed so long. 

Mr. Musgrave had been greatly changed by 
this last event. The old bitterness against his 
cousin and his cousin’s house had seemed ab- 
solutely forgotten in this deep disgrace and 
misery. He could think of nothing but his 
anger against the son who had disgraced his 
whole family—everything seemed swallowed 
up in the one overwhelming anxiety to know 
what would happen next; whether the un- 
happy father most desired his son to appear 
and answer for himself, or to remain forever 
an outcast and a wanderer, he himself could 
not say. 

His wife, almost as restless and umhappy as 
himself, tormented by a thousand guilty doubts 
and fears, would have given much to have re- 
called the past, and let matters take their 
course without her connivance. Bad as she 
was, she was not one of Mr. Vansittart's 
stamp; and she began to feel that she had 
played into his hands, and was caught in a trap 
of her own devising. 

She knew that Cedric was innocent. She 
thought it likely if once he escaped he might 
be abie to prove his innocence before the world, 
in which case, farewell to Jocelyn’s chance of 
heirship. When in her better moments she 
felt she must speak out. This thought, and 
the knowledge of her own share in the guilty 
secret, deterred her and held her mute ; whilst, 
when she thought of Cedric held in close capti- 
vity somewhere, at the absolute mercy of a 
man so perfectly pitiless as Mr. Vansittart,her 
heart failed herfor a moment, and had not 
very shame sealed her lips, she felt she must 
have spoken. 

And she could not even be certain that Jock 
would reap the fruits of her foul plotting. Her 
husband was so moody and irritable that she 
dared not broach the subject of the disposition 
of his property. He had given up all interest 
in annoying his cousin. No allusion was ever 
made to the claim upon the Stormont plate. 
Lord Doversfield’s name raised no angry feel- 
ings in his heart; and when he heard that 
Lord Mervyn was getting better, he said he 
was glad of it! 

No one could have reckoned upon such a 
change ; it puzzled all beholders. 

Lord Doversfield’s bitterness was slightly 
abating under the silent influence of his son. 
Mervyn's recovery filled his heart with joy, 
and though the viscount avoided all open dis- 
cussion upon the subject, he contrived in his 
quiet, indirect fashion to modify greatly a good 
many of the most violent feelings of th? old 
nobleman, The earl was not Jet into the intri- 
cacies of evidence that were cccupying the 
minds of his sons; but he was made to feel 
that there was a doubt as to Cedric’s guilt; 
and that together with the absence of open an- 
noyance from the other house, acted as a soft- 
ener of asperity, and was good ground-work 
for a more di: ciied change of feeling. 


As for Keith and Marjorie, they made the 


most of this cessation of active hostility, and | 
contrived many meetings in which he tried to | 


cheer her drooping spirits by the assertion that 
all would come right in time; and when Jock 
was let out of durance vile he sometimes ac 
companied his sister on her rambles round the 
lake, and once had the felicity of hearing from 
Cicely Castleton’s own lips her anxiety about 
him, interspersed with thanks to him for hav- 
ing saved her life. 

Tnat no stigma attached to those who called 
themselves Cedrics brother and sister for the 


cruel charge brought against him, was plainly | 


demonstrated by those from the earl’s house- 
hold, and Keith never wearied of bidding Mar- 
jorie be brave, because it was always darkest 
before the dawn. 

She knew that her lover hoped to prove 
Cedric’s innocence to the world; but she did 
not know by what steps and was half disposed 
to despair of his success till she one day found 
herself pressed into the “detective service,” as 
Keith called it, and understood better than 
before upon what grounds the viscount and 
his brother based their hopes. 

** Marjorie,” said Keith one day, meeting her 
with a look of excitement on his face, *‘I have 
heard from Hunt that Dinah Boyes has come 
to her mind at last, and have got his leave that 
soine questions be put to her about the night 
she was hurt. I can’t go myself, ot course, but 
will you? You have known her a long time, 
and she will not stand in awe of you as she 
might of Patricia. Besides, as Cedric’s sister, 
you would do it most naturally.” 

** What do you want me to do?” 


**To find out all she can tell you about that | 


night, especially who knocked her down, and 


the reason of the assault, and anything she | 
may know about the three men who have since 


disappeared from this part of the world—the 
little man in the moleskin cap (the one you 
fancied your father employed), and the two big 
fellows who went by the names of Jakes and 
Thomas, People about are so desperately 
afr id of criminating themselves that they will 
bardly say a word about the ruffians, or pretend 
they know anything of them; but Dinah will 
nut be so reserved, She was always on our 
side.” 

Marjorie was eagerly pleased to undertake 
this task. The suspense of uncertainty hang- 
ing over them was most trying, and any way 
of relieving this was aul welcomed. She 
set out at once for the inn where poor Dinah 
lived, and was without any diffi:ulty admitted 
to the room where the sick girl lay. 

Dinah had recovered a good deal of bodily 
strength during the time that her mind had 


| eye, and he stirred the lads up dreadful against 
Lord Mervyn, and what he was doing, till I 
was certain some harm must come of it. But 
when they were so worked up that there was 
to be murder that very night, he met me him- 
self as I came through the wood and almost 
bid me send Mr, Cedric Musgrave to the rescue.” 

** And did you?” 

** Ay, that Idid. Didn't he tell you? I met 
him, as luck would bave it, just before I got to 
the village; and when he heard that. Lord 
Mervyn was to be attacked he rushed off to 
the wood as fast as his legs would carry him, 
and I was so excited I ran too; but then I 
thought perhaps I'd best go and tell others, 
and get them to go and help. So I turned 
back and came face to face with that great 
horrid Thomas, who was hanging around 
so much after Moulde, and before I could say a 
word he just knocked me down, and I didn't 
know nothing more till I woke up the other 
day and found out what atime had gone by. 

“Can you guess why Thomas knocked you 
down?” 

‘* I] think, maybe, he was afraid I had guessed 
something and was running to get help. You 
see, if he was going to have a hand in it he 
wouldn’t care to have anyone get wind of it till 
he was far enough away. They say he’s not 
been heard of in the place since.” 

‘*No, he hasn't; neither he, nor Jakes, nor 
Moulde have been seen; and Dinah, my 
brother, Mr. Cedric, disappeared that night too, 
and has not been heard of since,and the coro- 
ner’s jury found him guilty of the assault upon 
Lord Mervyn and the murder of his servant.” 

Dinah’s nerves were stronger than many 
girls’, and she did not scream or blanch at this 
strange piece of intelligence. She only stared 
at her guest, and begged to hear the whole 
story, to which she listened with undivided at- 
tention. 

‘*Oh, Miss Marjorie!” she said at last, when 
she had taken in every detail. ‘‘I see it all as 
plain as anything. Leng 8 made me tell Mr. 
Cedric, so that he might be there and get the 
blame of it all; and they meant Lord Mervyn 
to be dead, coo, so that he could not teil that he 
only came to warn him——” 

‘But Lord Mervyn says——” 

‘* Yes, Miss, so you say—excuse the inter- 
ruption; but if Mr. Cedric set upon him ‘twas 
only to save him from worse; we all know 
that his lordship wouldn’t budge an inch for 
anyone. Why, I said to Mr, Cedric my own 
self, ‘If he won’t—make him ; you are stronger 
than he,’ or something like that. Depend upon 
it, he was trying to make him come away. 
his lordship was stunned, like enough he can’t 
remember quite clearly how it was.” 

** He does think it was something like that. 
He is certain Mr. Cedric meant no harm, and 
never really hurt him or his servant. But why, 
if he is innocent, does he hite away?” for 
Keith had not revealed to Marjorie his worst 
fear about her brother. 

**Oh, Miss, can’t you see? Either they’ve 
killed him too, so that he can’t never come 
back ; or else they’ve got him shipped off some- 
where, or hidden away, and won't let him out. 

| That Moulde is a real clever chap. He can do 
"most anything he’s a mind to. See how he’s 
made it all hang together. even to having a let- 
ter from Mr. Cedric to put in Lord Mervyn’s 
pocket ; but I can swear that tili nigh on half- 
| vast four Mr. Cedric had no more notion of 
| going into that wood than the babe unborn. 
He was sauntering along the lane with his 
hands in his pockets, and just turning off to- 
| wards the mill that lies in the other direction. 
|’ was what Irold him, aud nothing else, that 
set him tearing to the cottage, and he went to 
| save Lord Mervyn. Oh! Miss Marjorie, I feel 
| as if it were all along of me this trouble’s come 
upon you.” 

| ‘**No,no, Dinah; you must not think that. 
| You did quite mght; only——’ but Marjorie 
| did not pursue this thought aloud. She was 
wondering how anyone could calculate upon 
| the chance of getting hold of Cedric at the crit- 
| icai moment; and then she recalled that her 
mother had sent him out just at that time(and 
| it surely was not usual to employ Cedric on such 
errands), and her blood ran cold with horror at 
the thought which flashed into her mind. She 
knew that the mysterious man in the moleskin 
cap came on business to the Towers, or had 
done soin past days, and she suspected that 
| her mother knew his errind and had had inter- 
views with him from timeto time. Nor could 
| Marjorie be unaware of that dearest object of 
her parent’s heart—to have Jock recogniz:d as 
heir to his father’s property. 

But though Marjorie felt asifa knife had 
suddenly pierced her heart, she spoke not a 
word of her fears, and left her question unfin- 
| ished, substitu'ing for it another: 
| ‘* Dinah, is there no way of getting hold of 
| any of these three men?” 
| ‘* Well, Miss, I expect Moulde will be too 
| clever to be trapped, and no one knows who he 
is, or where he belongs; and Thomas is a regu- 
| lar jail-bird, and if he’s had the chance of 
getting shipped off to "Mericky, or anywhere 
| like that, Iexpect he’ll have gone long before 
this. Bat Jakes, he’s not such a bad sort. He 
was very bitter like at his lordship, because he 
| was doing a good thing with getting Mr. 
| Saintsbury’s dirty work done quiet-like, and 
| he blustered as much as any of them when it 
| was all stopped and done different. All the 
| same, he isn’c all bad, isn’t Jakes; and I don’t 
| believe he’d have any hand in downright mur- 
| derif he could help it. Besides, he wouldn’t 

want to have to go across seas, because he's 

got an old mother and asweetheart down in 

Kent, whom he’s very fond of in his own way; 
| and Kent’s along way from this. I expect if 

anyone was to go quiet-like and kind, and 
promise no harm should come to him—and if 
they could find him down ‘here, as like enough 
they would—that he'd tell them all, and we'd 
get to the bottom of the whole business.” 





** But suppose he isn’t there? And Keat isa | breaker to a similar process. Plainly the jailer 


| big county, you know.” 
** Well. yes, so ‘tis, I suppose ; but the name 


been astray, and rather to Marjorie’s surprise | of his village is Ightham—he told me so once. 


was sitting up in an easy chair by the window, | 


with a li: tl+ tinge of color in her pale cheeks. | anywhere, and would have his passage money | power of reachinghim. That failing him, the 


Asamatter of fact she had come to herself | 
three days ago, but Mr. Hunt had kept this to | 
himself until he considered his patient in a fit | 
state to stand questioning as to recent events. | 


Now, however, this might be done without | try if he wasn’t in real danger; and he'll see | dictate rather than suffer at his 


risk., and she seemed just as eager to tell all | 
she knew as Marjorie was to hear it. So far | 
not a word had been spoken to her upon the 

subject. Her parents had no suspicion that | 
she was suffering from anything but the effects | 


of a severe fall, and they had not the least idea | Marjcrie took her departure, longing to tell ali | opportunity. Moreover, he h 


that she took any special interest in the affairs | 
which had lately been convulsing the place, or 
that the fate of Adams, Lord Mervyn, or Mr. | 
Cedric Musgrave would be of any consequence | 
toher. She had not dared to ask any ques- | 
tions, and not a word had passed upon the 
subject. 

But when Marjorie came, the girl at once 
gesnees the nae of her errand, and clasping 

er hands together, asked breathlessly : 

“Oh, Miss Marjorie—how good of you to 
come! Now you will tell me about it. Did 
Lord Mervyn escape? Did Mr, Musgrave get 
there in time?” 

“Lord Mervyn was hurt, but is getting 
better. I want you to tell me what you know 
about it, Dinah, something, we feel sure.” 

“It was that man Moulde who told me there 
was to be murder done that night. I never 
could find ovt who he was, or what he was 
after. No one knew ae about him, nor 
where he lived, nor nothing. He wore an oli 
moleskin cap, and mostly had a patch over hi; 
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And I expect he’d feel just as safe there as 


in his pocket, too.” 

**Oh, Dinah, I wonder if it is so.” 

‘*Well, Miss, I may have guessed wrong; 
but I don’t think Jakes would leave the coun- 


by the papers that his name’s not so much as 
appeared. You won't find Moulde, and you 


won't find Thomas; but I do think if you go to | ciation or confession, however genuine, was 


work quietly you may find Jakes.” 
And then, thinking that the girl looked tired, 


to Keith, and learn his opinions upon it. 

** Bravo, Marjorie!” he cried, when he had 
heard all her tale, and her eyes were bright 
with a sort of subdued excitement. ‘‘ You 

ve done famously. Jakes—Ightham— Kent, 
ihat is a clue worth working upon. I start for 
that place first thing to-morrow morning.’ 

Keith was as good as his word. Without 
telling anything to Mervyn of his object, he 
professed his intention of running - to town 
for a few days, and was off by the early express 
next morning. 

Late on the evening of the third day he 
returned, and went straight to Mildred’s bou- 


doir, which had now become Mervyn's sanctum | to do. The main danger now to be faced was | your own head 


when he was able to leave his room ; he placed 
in his brothers hand a small gold pas case, 
wae the latter recognized with a look of sur- 
prise, 

** More discoveries, Keith?” 

“Yes, I have discovered the fellow who 
wounded you. He was told to stab you and 


leave you dead, but took a mildercourse. I 


i ear eS ns pee 


have had some trouble in opening his lips, and | for had not yet expired, and she was left in 


am now fettered to a great extent by a promise 
of secrecy I was forced to give before I could 
get him to speak out at all. But the thing is 
slowly working round. Cedric, of course, had 
no hand in any murder; but I can’t get direct 
evidence as to what hand struck Adams down. 
I have learned this much, that this mysterious 
small man in ‘he moleskin cap has been the 
planner and plotter of the whole diabolic piece 
of wickedness ; and that he and another man 
who never spoke a word carried off Cedric 
between them—presumably to throw him into 
the sea.” 

** Cedric was a match for two ordinary men.” 

‘Cedric had been shot, and was insensfble 
when so carried away.” 

“Ah!” 

“What bas become of him since, I think 
nobody knows. ButI believe if we once got 
hold of the ringleader of this business, we 
should get to the bottom of the mystery. 
Jakes almost said that if the man Moulde 
were caught he would come forward as a wit- 
ness if his own safety were guaranteed ; but 
he is plainly afraid we shall not catch the slip- 
pery customer, and that he himselfis in no 
very pleasant position if the real defaulter is 
missing. He was so very cautious in what he 
said that I can see it is no use to press him to 
act ina way that he feels will endanger his 
own safety. AsI say, I am under a pledge as 
it is to take no open steps.” 

Mervyn lay quiet and thoughtful. 

‘**The whole thing resolves itself into this— 
Who is the man in the moleskin cap, who has 
had such a strong motive for putting Cedric 
out of the way ?” 

‘For killing you, and letting him bear the 
blame you mean ?” 

**No; for he did not take the trouble to make 
sure of me, whilst Cedric was spirited away 
with the greatest skill. His main object then 
was Cedric’s disappearance. Keith, who is 
this man?” 

‘** You have your suspicions?” 

** Yes, and so have you. The thing that re- 
mains is how to piece the evidence together to 
prove it.” 





CHAPTER XXXI. 
FASTENED IN, 


For a few days the captive in Mr. Vansit- 
tart’s ill-omened house enjoyed such happiness 
as more than compensated for the dangers 
which seemed on every side to surround him. 
Sweet stulen visits from Corona were contrived 
with a frequency that almost surprised them- 
selves. Under her care health and strength 
returned, and though the young man was still 
greatly enfeebled, and afraid to exert such 
strength as he had lest he shouid excite the 
suspicions of his captor, he was gradually re- 
covering, and that in a fashion which evidently 
disconcerted Mr. Vansittart not a little. 

If Cedric could have obtained any certain in- 
formation as to what was going on beyond 
the walis of his prison, he would have felt 
tempted to give warning of his whereabouts, 
and risked the chance of an imprisonment of 
a different kind. But from this course he was 
at this time withheld on two grounds—one his 
belief that all the world was against him, and 
‘that his tale would be received as the wildest 
fabrication, or at best a cleverly-concocted plot 
between him and Corona’s guardian : the other 
that he really trembled at the thought of leav- 
ing her alone with that vindictive being, when 
his prey should have been torn from his 
clutches. He would be certain to guess who 
had given the information, and of his power 
and capacity of devising and inflicting sulffer- 
ing he alrealy knew only too much. 

As for Corona, in the tirst happiness of hav- 
ing Cedric to tend and work for her, her fears 
for the moment fled. She heard nothing from 
without save what the paragraphs in the 
papers said, that he was being hunted for 
everywhere as a murderer, to pay the penalty 
of his crime with his life. Small wonder then 
that she, believing all the world was against 
them, and seeing nothing but destruction 
awaiting him without, should feel that the 
perils of this gloomy house might be better 
faced, and that the being together there was a 
source at once of strength and hope. Together 
they might devise some plan—apart the shad- 
= would close round more darkly than be- 

ore. 

Mr. Vansittart was not in a pleasant temper 
just now. His eyes watched those about him 
with restless suspicion. He was curt and 
harsh to his sister ; hardly let Drake out of his 
sight; and though his words were smooth as 
butter to the sisters, they felt that he was 
watching them as a cat does a mouse, and that 
it might not be long before he pounced down 
upon them. 


Since his sister had spoken to her of her 
brother's feelings, Corona experiencedga horror 
of her guardian greater than anything she had 
previously known. She thought she detected 
in his soft speeches and smiling glances thea 
indications of approaching courtship; and 
when he alluded with a sigh to the heavy sor 
row she had sustained, the carefully veiled 
triumph and hideous love expressed by his 
glance often made her shiver from head to foot 
with a bitter sense of repulsion. 


But in stolen visits to Cedric all else was for- 
gotten ; and by means of Maidie’s ingenious 
device, when visits were unattainable, letters 
could be passed up and down. He was well 
enough to get out on to the leads, and had no 
great difficulty in reaching over to get the 
notes passed upto him; but he had not yet 
attempted sending any message back. There 
was a difficulty in doing so in his present state 
of weakness, and a danger that he might be 
seen if he attempted it by daylight. 

Yet it was much to breathe the outside air 
again, and to pace up and down the dull leaded 
walk. He only ventured to do this for a short 
time each day, and that just after Mr. Vansit- 
tart’s visit had been paid. His role was to as- 
sume an air of great feebleness in his captor’s 
presence, and despite a certain air of suspicion, 
the latter appeared fairly well satisfied at the 
result of his lowering treatment. The deaf 
mute had almos’ discontinued his visits, as 
had also Miss Vansittart. It was quite plain 
to Cedric, though he kept this to himself, that 
he was to be left entirely to the mercy of Van- 
sittart himself, so that by a carefully regulated 
course of judicious starvation he would become 
as docile as a young horse submitted by a 


distrusted the capacity for cruelty in both his 
former coadjutors, and was resolved to play his 
own game entirely alone. 

Cedric’s life practically hung upon Corona’s 


only thiog to do would be to risk all and sum 
mon aid from without, This had been agreed 
upon ; the girl begging that he would in such 
an emergency write anything his tyrant might 
ands. But 
Cedric, though he knew Corona would under- 
stand and smile at any document ot renun- 


averse to putting his hand to anything of the 
kind simply to repudiate it again on the first 
ashrewd sus- 
— that submission would not really serve 

is turn, His impression was strong that 
though the paper was wanted to help to coerce 
Corona, and shake her faith and love in him, 
he himself would never be permitted to leave 
those rooms alive. He knew too much of that 
wicked man’s secrets to be suffered to go 
abroad. His value would cease to exist when 
he had compiled the documents demanded, and 
there would be nothing then to do but make 
away with him quietly and secretly. 

Cedric’s conviction was given that his own 
best chance of safety lay in holding out reso- 
lutely, as with Corona’s help he would be able 


that as his life could not be miraculously sus- 
tained, Mr. Vansittart might soon discover 
without room for doubt that supplies were sec- 
retly conveyed to him, and his suspicions 
once awakened, might light upon the right 
p?rson, 

So far, however, things seemed going smooth- 
ly enough. The fortnight Corona had asked 
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comparative peace to make up her mind as to 
the course she intended to adopt. 

But towards the prisoner upstairs Mr. Van- 
sittart’s manner became increasingly harsh and 
severe. He pressed with sinister resolution 
the point he had spoken of on an early occa- 
sion—namely, the renunciation of all preten- 
sions to Corona’s hand and a confession of his 
guilt in the matter of the murder—and each 
steady refusal he met on his captive’s part 
seémed to add fuel to the flame of his sullen 
hatred. 

Cedric felt that a crisis was at hand; nor 
were his instincts at fault. 

One evening Mr. Vansittart came up to him 
with a look of greater amiability than usual. 
Cedric was, as usual, in bed, for although 
greatly improved in health since Corona had 
taken him in hand, he was by no mans re- 
covered from the effects of a really serious 
wound, and he was not anxious for it to be 
known that he was as well as he really felt, 
lest fresh suspicion should be aroused. The 
elder man came and asked with smiling solici- 
tude how he felt, and then sat down in his 
favorite chair, and entered into conversation. 

“T am glad to find that you are pretty well 
to-night, forI have some news to communi- 
cate which may not be altogether of an agree- 
able nature, and I should not.like to cause any 
relapse in the course of your recovery.” 

Cedric made no comment, 

‘“*I do not know if you were aware of the 
great admiration always evinced by Lord 
Mervyn for my ward. Corona St. Cyr.” 

**No,” answered Cedric, starting slightly. 
**T never dreamed of such a thing.” 

‘‘ Others have done so, though. Others have 
believed that your jealousy was the cause of 
the attack you made upon the Viscount some 
week or two back. t explained everything 
satisfactorily to the world at large.” 

‘* The world at large is credulous.” 

‘Well, for my own part, I am disposed to 
agree with it; more so than ever since what 
has recently occurred.” 

** And that is?” 

‘*That is an application from Lord Mervyn 
re liberty to pay his addresses to Miss St. 

yr.” 

A quiver passed over Cedric’s face, but he 
spoke not a word. 

‘* You shall see the letter yourself,” pursued 
Mr. Vansittart, who was holding a piece of 
paper in his hand. “I will show it to you 
presently. Of course such a match is just 
what I should desire for Corona, I intended 
her to mate with the nobility, and she has 
always had an avowed predilection for Lord 
Mervyn. Nothing could be more suitable ; and 
did the dear girl feel herself absolutely free 
from the imaginary bond which still binds her 
romantic soul, I believe she would — soon 
learn to love the viscount and become a happy 
woman again. Oaly one obstacle stands in 
the way, and that one I have now resolved to 
remove at all costs. Would you like to see 
Lord Mervyn's letter?” 

Cedric held out his hand in silence, a thrill of 
misgiving running through him. Corona was 
his he knew; but if Mervyn loved her, and 
could raise her to wealth and honor, whilst he 
seemed doomed to drag her down to misery 
and disgrace, what might not it be his duty to 
do? Renounce her? Never! He knew her 
too well of that. Besides, this villain was 
capable of any artifice to try and gain his 
ends, This very document might be a forgery. 

But no; one glance at the familiar, character- 
istic writing showed it to be genuine; besides 
the letter had come through the post in the 
ordinary way, and was written on paper 
stamped with the family arms and the Eagle's 
Crag address—things that Mr. Vansittart 
could not possibly have got hold of except in 
the usual way. Cedric took out the letter and 
read as follows : 

**DEAR Mr. VANSITTART,—I do not know if 
it will ve any surprise to you to know that I 
have always felt a very great admiration for 
your ward, Miss St. Cy1, an admiration which 
I have been chary of expressing, as I had reason 
to believe that the young lady’s affections were 
being drawn in another direction. Now, how- 
ever, that an engagement with Cedric Mus- 
grave isan impossibility, she may possibly be 
prepared to think favorably of another ; and 
though I have no intention whatever of perse- 
cuting her with unwelcome attentions before 
she is able to receive them, I should be glad to 
know how far you favor my suit, and to let you 
know what settlements I could make upon her, 
should I be successful in winning her affection. 
I wonder if you would grant me an interview 
some evening? I have some old family jewels 
designed for Corona, that I shall greatly enjoy 
showing to you, and taking your opinion as to 
how they might best be set so as to please her 
fancies. If I were to bring them with me when 
Iam able to get out again, perhaps you and 
your sister could look them over and let me 
have the benefit of youropinion. I have oneor 
two curious trifles whichI should be glad to 
add to your collection of curios if you would 
think them worthy of acceptance. At any 
ra‘e,a personal interview would be satisfac- 
tory if you could accord it to me. 

* Yours faithfully, 
“MERVYN.” 

Cedric read the letter in silence, and returned 
it with a smile. He did not know exictly 
what it might all mean, but he suspected a 
trap laid for Vansittart; but of this he could 
not be sure. He only felt enough to strengthen 
his resolve. 

* And now,” said the other, rising and stand- 
ing before him, and speaking with great de- 
liberation, ‘‘now that you see exactly how 
things are, and the bright prospect opening 
out before Corona if she can but be released 
from the imaginary bond that holds her— 
wealth, position, everything heart of womaa 
can wish awaiting her on the one side—the 
nopelessness of endless suspense, or at best a 
life of wretchedness and binishment upon the 
other—I feel that you will not hesitate longer. 
You will write the renunciation I have asked 
for before.” 

‘*T shall do no such thing.” 

" Then it will ba my painful duty to compel 
ou. 

Cedric smiled, 

**You doubt my power? Very good. You 
shall see, I have my ward's future happiness 
and welfare to think of, and you may be sure I 
shall let no weak feeling of pity stand in my 
way. You have been fairly warned ; my duty 
is plain. If you will not yield to persuasion 
you will yale at last to force,” 

** We shall see.” 

** We shall see, young man. You talk bravely 
now. But you have never yet tried what a 
forty-eight hours’ fast is like. If you take my 
advice you never will make the experiment.” 

Cedric, who had some private stores of good 
wine hidden away against emergency, heard 
this threat in silence, though aware that a 
crisis was rapidly approaching, 

“If you decline to do as I desire—I will give 
ou five minutes to consider it--I go away and 
asten up the only entrance to this place; and 

for eight-and-forty hours you will be left to 
meditation and repentance, No one will come 
to you till the expiration of that time, however 
you may rave, and entreat, and implore. You 
are beyond hearing of anyone in the house. 
You had better think it over again, I assure 
you it will be wise to save yourself the un- 
pleasantness, You will write anything you 
are desired at the expiration of the time—why 
not do so before?” 

‘You have had my answer,” said Cedric, 

**T will give you a few more minutes for con- 
sideration.” 

“Thank you—that will be useless, My mind 
is made up.” 

“Very mpod-gour stubbornness b>) upon 

” and with a look of extreme 
malignity, Mr. Vansittart left the room, and 
soom the heavy blows of a hammer becams 
audible to Cedric’s ears. He was being fas 
tened in at his captor's pleasure. Now 
Maidie's aid alone gave hinachance of com: 
municating with the outside world. Had he 
done right? Or was this in reality a living 
tomb in which he was enshrouded / 



































As he asked the question an involunta 
= shook his frame. How would it all 
en 
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The Wabash Line 


Is the shortest and_ quickest route from Can- 
ada to Chicago, St. Louis, Kansas City, Cali 
fornia, Mexico and all points west and south, 
the only line running free reclining chair cars 
from Detroit to St. Louis and Kansas City. 
The Wabash runs the finest sleeping and chair 
cars in the world. Ask your nearest ticket 
agent for tickets via this route. J. A. Richard- 
son, Canadian Passenger Agent, 28 Adelaide 


street east. 
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Misses E. and H. Johnston are fashioning 
elegant gowns of novel goods. Dotted net 
with velvet-scalloped edges is most effectively 
draped over lustrous shot silks in the newest 
color combinations. Copper color and emerald 
green are mingled in shimmering radiance and 
amber and blue gleam and glow before the 
sight with everv motion. . 
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An Impressive Warning. 


Teacher—Thomas, I saw you laugh just now. 
What are you laughing at? 
Tommy—I was just thinking about some- 


thing. 
Teacher—You have no business thinking 
during school hours. Don’t let it occur again. 


—Boston Herald, 
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Can eave half the ||) 
hard wearing-out |||! 
toil of wash day 
erd be fresh and | 

: strong. Can have 
clothes sweet, snowy-white, never ||) 
yellow. Flannels not fo shrink, cotton 
rot, nor hands chap, but softand white. | 
Use the “Surprise” way. No boiling |. | 
or scalding. Remarkable! Try it! fli 

READ THE DIRECTIONS ONTHE WRAPPER. ‘iit 
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THE CANADA 
Sugar Refining Co. 


Montreal. ‘“'m'te» 


Keclbaith 





We are now putting up, expressly 
for family use, the finest quality of 


» PURE SUCAR SYRUP 
not adulterated with Corn Syrup,. 


in 2 Ib. cans with moveable top. 
For Sale by all Groccrs. 





CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles tinct 

dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their 10st 
remarkable success has been shown in cving 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Litrte Liver Pris 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach. 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint 
but fortunately their goodness does not en 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them 
But after all sick head 

is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great t. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirrie Liver Pitys are very smali 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 


all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 
tve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE 00., New York. 


Amal) FilL Small Dose, Small Price 


Ready fortneStruggle 


ENCORE 5, 
DYES A PACKAGE 


FOR PERFECTION IN 


HOME DY£ING 


ENCORE DYES 


All colors fast and heteme. Dest Package Dyes in the 
et. 
- For Bale Every where 
Send for sample card to J. 8, ROBERTSON & CO., 
Manufacturers, Montreal. 
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. BY MRS. GHORGIE SHELDON 
Author of “ Max,” * ht **Queen Bess,” “ Sibyl's Influence,” ‘The Forsaken 
TUE, 


” * Brownie’s Triumph,’ 


CHAPTER XLIII. 
CONCLUSION, 


A few days’ rest together with the tonic of 
her great new hapviness, served to do much 
toward restoring Violet to her old, sweet, 
bright self, and the first time she was able to 
sit up, she insisted upon being wheeled into 
Mr. Lawrence’s room to pay him a visit. [ 

He greeted her with all a parent’s affection 
and she expressed her gratitude and pleasure 
in being once more ‘‘ at home.” 

**] did not know how dear it had become to 
me, until | was forced to remain away,” she 
said, while the tears started to her eyes. 

**It is a great comfort to me to hear you say 
that, dear,” replied Mr. Lawrence, tenderly 
patting the hand that he was holding. ‘‘ And 
now,” he added, smiling archly, ** how about 
that adoption business?—you are going to be- 
long to me whether you will or not.” 

**How so?” Violet questioned. 

**T suppose that Wallace has told you of the 
rela'iopsbip that exists between vs.” 

‘* Yes, he has told me that his mother was 
your cousin,” 

‘*And one would think that gave me buta 
doubtful claim upon you, eh,” said her com- 
panion, playfully. ‘‘ Well dear, it, at all 
events, makes him nearest of kin, and half 
of all my possessions have been willed to 
him—the other half is to goto a certain little 
lady whom I would be glad to have sign some 
papers which I have had prepared.” c 

“TI will sign them, dear Mr. Lawrence, 
Violet said with one of her charming smiles— 
‘*not for the ‘possesions,’ mind you,” she in- 
terposed, with an independent toss of her 
small head and smiling archiy, ‘for I am to 
have a fortune of my own now you know, but 
for the privilege of being a real daughter to 
you. Vho would ever have imagined that 
your nearest of kin would have turned out to 
be my—husband!” she concluded, with a 
pretty blush over that last word. f 

Every day after that she went in to sit with 
him, cheering him with her bright presence 
ministering to him in a hundred ways, an 
always reading for an houror more from his 
paper or some interesting book. 

One afternoon, while so engaged, a servant 
brought her a card saying there was a lady be- 
low who wished to see her. 

Violet blushed, though she also smiled with 
pleasure, asshe saw the name of Agnes Hum- 
phrey engraved upon its polished surface. 

She arose and went slowly downstairs, won- 
dering how she should meet Miss Humphrey— 
wondering if she knew that she had once been 
pledged to marry Lord Cameron. 

She was not long left in doubt as to the greet- 
ing she was to receive from that young lady, 
for Miss Humphrey arose as she entered the 
room and came forward with both hands out- 
stretched, and when she reached her she put 
her arms around her and kissed her upon the 

lips. 
nt You will perhaps think me guilty of great 
familiarity, Mrs. Richardson,” she said, flush- 
ing after the impulsive act, * but truly, I could 
not help it; I am so glad, and so sorry, and so 
delighted——” : 

They both laughed outright now, over this 
eager contradiction of terms, and then Miss 
Humphrey continued, “It is every word true, 
she said, * [am ‘soglad’ to know you—I have 
wanted to make your acquaintance ever since 
that day when you thanked meso sweetly for 
coming here to sing: and I am ‘so sorry’ for 
all the sorrow and trouble that you have had 
to bear—you perceive I know all about you as, 
i suppose, you know all about me,” she inter- 
posed, blushing, while she searched the fair, 
sweet tace before her. 

Violet nodded and smiled. 

“‘T am very glad. I hoped I should not have 
to explain,” said Miss Humphrey, “and now 
I am ‘so delighted’ that you are Mr. Richard- 
son’s wife and that you will both be happy again 
after your long separation. Now, isn't this 
the queerest introduction be ever had in your 
life?” the charming little lady concluded, with 
a bright, sweet laugh that found its way 
straight into the depths of Violet's loving 
heart. ” 

“It is the very nicest one in the world,” she 
said, her fingers closing more firmly over the 
daintily gloved hand which she held, ‘and it 
is very good of you to come to see me in such a 
friendly, informal way. I have had scarcely a 
friend, save Mr. Lawrence, si: ce I came to 
New York.” 

“You will not lack in that respect after this, 
you may be very sure,” responded Miss Hum- 
phrey, * for 1am going to take you under my 
wing during the little time I remain at home 
—this with another blush—‘‘and introduce you 
to all my most desirable acquaintances. And 
—and I have one dear friend who is very anx- 
ious to see you.” ; : : 

“You mean Lord Cameron?” Violet said, 
gravely, while she grew pale with repressed 
feeling, es she remembered the last time she 
saw him, ‘‘but I am afraid I do not deserve 
that he should think kindly of me.” 

‘Why ?—because your intuitions warned 
you that you would be doing wrong to keep 
your pledge with him? Dear Mrs, Richardson, 
she added, as she saw the look of pain on Vio- 
let’s face, “let us talk this out freely. Vane 
has told me everything, and I assure you I am 
not in the least sensitive over anything that 
has occurred in the past ; I hope [ am sensible 
enough to consider anything in its true light. 
I know how you went away from Mentone, and 
though it was, of couise, a dreadful s! ock to 
everybody at the time, they were all only too 
thankful afterward, when Mr, Richardson came 
and explaincd that you were his wife, and that 
vou had been deceived regarding his death. 
Vane was very much grieved too, when he 
realized how you had been treated, He cher- 
ishes only the kindest of feelings toward you, 
and Lady Cameron loves you dearly.’ . 

‘*Lady Cameron ! Is she here in New York? 
Violet asked, surprised. Wallace had not 
thought to tell her this. 

*“Yes, andI was to ask you ifshe might 
come to see you to-morrow?” 

‘“Yes, indeed—she is very kind,” Violet 
answered, eagerly, and with starting tears, for 
she was deeply touched by this mark of the 
beautiful woman’s enduring affection, “I 
loved Lady Cameron very much, and I know 
Miss Humphrey, you will enjoy her company 
exceedingly. Whata blessing it must be to 
have such a mother,” the fair young wife con- 
cluded, with a sigh. 

“She is perfectly delightful, and I am sure I 
am very grateful that, since I must leave my 
-own mother, I am to find another one so con- 
genial in every way,” and there were tears in 
Miss Humphrey’s eyes now ; for in spite of her 
i flattering prospects it was going to be no light 
trial to leave her own home and friends. 

She spent an hour with Violet, and every 
moment only served to increase and strengthen 
their respect and regard for each other. 

* You will be my friend, will you not?” Miss 
Humphrey pleaded, wistfully, when she finally 
arose to go, and ex ending her hand for a part- 
ing clasp. 

Violet grasped it waeetey. 

* I could not resist you if I would,” she said, 
qereeeds. ‘and I am sure I shall love you 

\ dearly,” 
nen Humphrey laughed out happily at 
8, 


‘* After such an assurance of that I feel at 
liberty to tell you that Lord Cameron and I 
have the most delightful plan in the wcrid to 

ropose to you and Mr. Richardson a little 
ater,” she said, gayly. ‘‘But I must not stay 
longer now-+I-shall come again however, in a 
, few days,” 


| 





&c, 


* Do,” Violet returned, eagerly. 
so glad to have you.” 


“And may I tell Vane that you will be glad 


to see him also?” 


“Yes,” Violet answered, but her face grew 
She dreaded the first meeting 
with Lord Cameron more than she could ex- 


very grave, 


press, 

Miss Humphrey read something of her feel- 
ing, but smiled to herself as she thought that 
her betrothed would smooth everything when 
he came. 

She then took an affectionate leave of Violet, 
and went away, but leaving a ray of sunlight 
b-hind her that was very cheering to her new 
friend. 

Lord Cameron called that evening, and 
Violet saw him in the presence of her husband. 

He spoke out at once, freely and frankly, of 
their sad experience at Mentone, expressing 
his gratitude for their escape from what would 
have been a life-long sorrow to them both, 
His only regret was, he said, that she had not 
felt free to confide in him, trusting to his 
reverence for her wishes—his earnest desire 
for her happiness, and thus saved herselt from 
ee life of toil that had followed her 

ight. 

‘*And now, Violet,” he said, in conclusion. 
**T hope you will henceforth allow me to regard 

ou as a dear friend—a sister, if you will, for 

have already conceived a brother's love for 
this noble fellow who is your husband, and I 
m.03t earnestly desire to merit at least the 
esteem of his wife.” 

‘** You are worthy of my deepest reverence,” 
Violet said, her eyes swimming in tears as she 
gave him her hand. ‘‘I am proud and grateful 
to know gr pe wish to be my friend, and I 
am more glad than I can tell you that your 
future is so full of promise ; Miss Humphrey is 
charming—lovely.” 

** Indeed she is, Violet,” Lord Cameron re- 
turned, his face lighting with pleasure at her 
words of praise for his betrothed; *‘and I am 
very much delighted by your mutual regard 
for each other. Agnes told me that she gave 
you a hint of a plan that we had to propose to 
you ; it was almost too bad to excite your cu- 
riosity and then leave you in suspense,” Lord 
Cameron said, smiling; ‘‘ but she wished the 
proposition to come from me, It is that you 
and Wallace will accompany us when we 
go home to England. Iam about to dedicate a 
home for orphans and aged people, and, since 
Wallace designed the plans for the buildings, 
I want you both there to honor the occasion.” 

‘*Would you like to go, Violet?” Wallace 
asked. 

‘*Yes, indeed; very much,” she answered, 
eagerly, and the two gentlemen exchanged 
gratified glances, 

They had only that afternoon discussed the 
plan which was to be decided by Violet’s wishes. 

** But ought we to leave Mr. Lawrence?” she 
suddenly added, as she thought that it would 
seem cruel to go away upon their own pleasure 
while he was still confined to his bed. 

*It will be nearly a month before we sail, 
and he will doubtless be much better by that 
time, and as your physician says you must 
have a change of some kind, and recommends a 
sca voyage, I know that he would rather have 
you go than stay,’ Wallace replied, and thus 
the matter was decided. 

Lady Cameron came the day following ker 
son’s call, and Violet felt as if she ought to be 
very happy and grateful to havethe arms of 
love and friendship thrown around her so 
cordially by these old friends, 

**Oh!” she cried, as she clasped Lady Cam- 
eron about the neck and hid her tearful face 
upon her shoulder, ‘‘I have felt as if I wanted 
to hide myself where you could never find me, 
for it seemed as if you must always regard me 
with aversion for causing you such sorrow and 
mortification.” 

‘* The experience was far more trying ard sad 
for you, dear, than for us,” Lady Cameron re- 
plied, tenderly. ‘and I am sure that none of 
us feel anything but gratitude for an act which 
saved us so much more of sorrow. Now, wy 
dear Violet, let us never refer to the subject 
again ; we will be happy in the delightful pres- 
ent and the bright future, and we will be the 
closest of friends always. I hope you will 
come often to see usin our English home, and we 
shall want to visit New York occasionally. 
Dry your tears, my child, and let them be the 
last that you ever shed over what has only re- 
sulted in good to us all.” 

She kissed the fair face upon her breast, and, 
with her own handkerchief, dried the dewy 
eyes, while Violet felt that she should always 
‘o e her with an affection second only to that 
bestowed upon her husband. _ 

Lady Cameron spent the entire day with her, 
and when she at last returned to her rooms at 
the Hoffman, Violet felt as if the iast cloud hed 
vanished from her sky. : 

The days went by on rapid wings after that, 

Violet improved wonderfully, and was once 
more the light of Mr. Lawrence’s beautiful 
home, although at times her nerves reminded 
her that they had had a severe strain, and sl e 
was still somewhat pale and thin. 

Mr. Lawrence's injuries mended slowly but 
surely, and he was very patient during his 
continement, and cheerful, too, for Violet was 
tireless in her devotion to him. , : 

When she demurred against leaving him fir 
a pleasure trip to England, he told her it was 
his wish that she should go, 

“You will not be absent more than a 
month,” he said, “‘and I am sure you will bring 
brighter roses in your cheeks when you come 
back ; besides, I have some plans of my own to 
attend to while you are gone.” 

(To be Continued, ) 





** T shall be 


How He Reckoned Distance. 


It was near the Arkansas line in Howell 
county, on the Mountain Home Road, that I 
was taken up by a native whom I encountered 
in possession of a shaky old vehicle and two of 
the poorest oxen I h ever seen. He agreed 
to take me the rest of my journey for a dollar 
and ‘“‘findin’s.” I could not think what he 
meant by ‘ findin’s” and so I got up beside the 
native and we started. In something over 
half an hour the native began to squirm un- 
easily. Presently he murmured : 

** Ain’t we mos’ thar?” 

‘*Where?” I asked in returr. 

‘Ther fust mile,” he returned. 

“I don’t know,” was my reply ; “ what has 
that to do with the question of going to 
Mountain Home?’ 

si Nothin’,” he 


Then he stopped and urged the oxen intoa 
| brisker gait, if such a thing were at all possible 
Five minutes later he again began to squirm, 

** Ain’t this erbout right?” he began. 

** For what?” I asked. 

* Fer er drink,” he broke out. 

Then I learned that the average mountaineer 
measures distance by his appetite. My driver 
got thirsty every mile. Old timers get thirsty 
oftener and young fellows go further without a 
smile. When you contract to provide the 
“ findin’s” foran Ozark driver, it would bea 

j good idea to learn how much experience he has 


responded sententiously, 


n ve 


— 


A Railroad Manager. 


Ohio and Mississippi Railway, Office of the 
President and General Manager, Cincinnati, 
| Ohio, Nov. 15, 1856. Gentlemen: Recently 
while in the act of alighting trom my car 1 
tepped upon a stone, which, turning suddenly 
under my foot, threw me to the ground with a 
severely sprained ankle. Suffering exceed- 
ingly, I was helped into the car, and my man 
rubbed me most generously with arnica and 
kindred remedies, but to no avail. Reaching 
a station where St. Jacobs Oil could be secured 
two bottles of it were bought and the applica- 
tion resulted at once in a relief from pain, 
which had became well nigh unbearable, I was 
out and about my work in three days. W. W 
PEABODY, Pres’t and Gen’l Manager. 








The Length and Breadth of It. 





Mr. Latitude—I am opposed to the railroad 
companies charging passengers by weight. 

Mr. Longitude—And I am opposed to their 
charging them by the mile.—Puck, 


To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will addrese—‘* Correspondence Columr |} 
Saturpay Niaxr Office.) 

Girna.—Carelessnets, 
esteem. 

Tet. Me Daisy.—Gay, 
resolute. 

Burrer.—This indicates generosity, self-esteer,, courage 

and decison. 

Cortxgy.—Would think he was crazy. See Tell Me Daisy 
for delineation. 

Guy Fawkes.—You are ingenious, practical, vivacious, 
| sensitive and self-willed. 
HELEN Carry.—This points to resolution originality, self- 


tenderness, hauteur and self- 


unselfish, genial, wilful and 





control and gocd intuition. 


Prrer.— Excellent method, good intuition, self-reliance, 
decision and mirth are shown here. 


Rock woov.— You lack self-control, are somewhat obstin- 
ate, a little vain, ingenious and candid. 

MapaLeixse.—Your writing exhibits penetration, some 
petulance, resolution and perseverance. 

T_opLe-Dum --You are ambitious, mirthful, self-willed, 
fond of social life and cordial in manner. 

Rourn R.—You ere a little vain, rather susceptib‘e to 
flattery, energetic and not t.o unselfish. 

Butsis —You are, probably, unostentatious, genial, fond 
; of unadulterated rest, sensitive and self-esteemiug. 

Daisy Dgane.—You are very methodical, fond of social 
life, impulsive, generous, Original and ¢elf-esteeming. 

Fatrn.—You and your friends must send more than 








| 
; 

cramp.d autographs strewn seven deep over @ sheet of 
| paper. 

| BLonpe in BLug —Self-esteeming, impulsive, seif-assertive 
|} and resolut». 2. No. 3. Yes, vlue in all its shades is 
| much worn. 

| CuristmMas Fatry.—This writing exhibits calculation, 
precision, hasty temper, some generosity, but considerable 
shrewdness. 

Dracoon.—Your writing is indicative of ambition, pride, 
| order, sensitiveness, self-control, good executive ability 
| and fine sense of honor. 

} Ipmernta.—This shows scme vanity, generosity, lack of 
| order, sensitiveness and 1. nguor of temperament. I would 
| be afraid to say definitely. 

| Fo.iy.—Vivacity, deaterity of thought, method, perse- 
| verance and generosity are shown here. Yes, you may 
| write again, at any time. 

DimrLes.—How glad I am to hear tha’ you like study s» 
well, Your writing shows energy, determination, quick- 
nes? of temper, cordiality and candor. 


Auuis A.—This writing shows some carelessness, decision, 





“oO, a, you are too good ; 
“Beltt Wh 


* You dear old 
—Life. 


soul ! 


this diamond belt is a poem |,” 
my re I bought that for a necklace |,” 
ow 


did you ever expect me to get ‘that little thing around my neck” 














me 


generosity, intuitive perception and strong self will. Yes, 


leave a little margin. I cannot tell you what you ask. 

Suirtey.—Writing indicates shrewdness, originality, 
perseverance, decision, self-esteem, energy and faithful- 
ness in friendships. Many thanks for your kind wishes. 

Donksy.— Write and apologize for the d lay, and awaken 
criosity by intimating that others were responsible. Then 
tell the plain, exact truth, and don’t get angry any more. 

Sau Curiosity.—You are methodical, rather hasty in 
temper, genial, vivacious, self-reliant and sincere. The 
enclosed shows vanity, decision, an even temper, caution 
and mirth. 

JONPFIDENCE.—The English is bad, according to the rules 
of the English grammar, so both are correct, and it is as 
well, for December 13 is past and gone, and your letter was 
just now opened. 

Covcnicuine,—See Romona for delineation. Read 
Di-kens, Scott. Thackeray, Shakespeare, Burns, Macaulay, 
Lamb, Longfellow and, of course, Stevenson, Howells, 
Joaquin Miller, Holmes and Kipling. 

Motty Bawn —I do not like your familiarity of address, 
and I think your remarks are very conceited. You are 
fairly energetic, a little selfish, resolute to obstinacy, far 
to0 careless and lacking in calculation. 

Epitn Lyis.—Petulance, perseverance, intuitive percep- 
tion and energy are noticeable in your writing. Louisa M. 
Alcott, who died a few years ago, was the author of Little 
Men, Joe's Boye, Little Women and Little Wives. 

Doris B.—You are extremely sensitive, very sympathetic, 
careless, imaginative, gentle in disposition and yet resolute. 
I did indeed evn joy The Greatest Thing in the World. Do 
you find the ‘* Uld World” so very gloomy? I like it. 

Miss Curosity.— Writing shows fondness for flattery, self- 
will, obstinacy, carelessness, ambition and a little affectation. 
2. No, go the shortest. 3 A smile of recognition is not oat 
of place, but you should not bow. 4. See Inquisitive. 

Mark Twain.—Seeing that His Majesty lost his head in 
the time imo.ediately succeeding his reign, I should think 
it was. Fondness for admiration, indecision, unselfishness 
and cordiality, with decided ambition are noticed in your 
wri ing. 

Piums.—You cannot do better than brush it and clip off 
the dead ends. A lotion of bay rum and water in equal 
parts will, if rubbed thoroughly into the skin. assist in 
keeping the scaly in a healthy condition. 2. No, do not 
do as you say. 

Dovstrer.—You forget to specify the greatness. Was ita 
great nuisance, a great failure or a great talker, which? 
You are original, imaginative, impulsive, self-esteeming, 
of a captious temper, fond of congenial society, somewhat 
careless, a ‘‘ good hater” and a passionate lover. Is it well 
done? 

Inquisitivt.—1. About sixteen. 2. It would be better 
not to, unless you knew him very well indeed. 3 If you 
are very young, it is better to have an older friend accom- 
pany you. If he asks you, you must let him make all 
arrangements. It was no trouble and I am pleased to help 
you. 

Lorxa Doons.—I can advise nothing further. I think 
your course of exercise and baths exellent. it cannot fail 
to make }ou stronger. Do not fret over increasing flesh if 
it is solid muscular cevelopment. Your writing is that of 
an impulsive, indecisive girl, with atimorous disposition 
and a lack of self-reliance. You are persevering, but do not 
possess good executi«e abilities. 

ReMona.—No. opals cannot bring you bad luck, and they 
are such beautiful stones that I do not wonder the super- 
stition regarding them is fading away before the light of 
common sense. Do not hesitate to wear your pretty ring. 
2. Yes, the color of the eyes has to do with the disposition, 
as well asthe shape aud size of them. It is past Christmas 
now, and Ido not thiuk you will want your las‘ question 
answered. You are reserved, sincere, energetic and a little 
vain and self-willed. 

A HAmILron Supscrisger.—For a book mark which is 
useful ana dainty take two bits cf pasteboard as large as 
the square corner of an envelope would be if you cut it 
out Cover the pieces with silk or satin and stitch them 
together on twosides The outside may then be prettily 
= and you will find the novel little conceit quite the 

andiest of book-marks, for it slides over the corner of the 
leaf and holds it firmly in position. Your writing shows 
egotitm, strong self-will, incecision in minor matters, am- 
bition, ostentation and an extremely methodical nature. 

T. J. W.—If you like the bu*iness faisly well, and satisfy 
your employer stick toit. I fancy that it would suit you 
well. With the education which you have for a foundation 
you can build a splendid one by diligent study. Do not 
make any mistake in that direction. People cannot know 
too much for their business, and a well-taught mind will 
be of iucalculable good to a dexterous hand. The more 
widely you are read, and the more you know of human 
nature and the great world of thought, the better you are 
equipped for life even if it be a business life which requires 
hands most of the time. You can make your head save 
your hands as well as your feet ina good many things, so 
study on. Write me again at any time, and t will gladly 
give you any assistance that I can about books or study. 


WHY! 

WHERE- 
FORE. as good for relief as 
other remedies, but 


in the fact that it is better, in being more 
prompt and sure, and therefore the best for 
the specific purpose. It is not an idle catch- 
line that strikes the eye thus: 


ST- JACOBS OIL 
THE GREAT REMEDY FOR PAIN, 


iS THE BEST. 
It is the best cure for all aches and pains, 
and it holds 


THE TRUE PROOF. 


To this specific fact Archbishops, Bish- 
ops, Clergymen, Lawyers, Doctors, Gov- 
ernors, Generals, Senators, Members of 
Congress and Legislatures, U.S. Consuls, 
Army and Navy Officers Mayors and 
Officials, testify and unite in saying: “We 
suffered pain; 

OTHER REMEDIES FAILED, 
and St. Jacobs Oil cured promptly and per- 
manently.” For the same reason 


THE PCOR MAN 


finds what heseeks and needs, is not deceived 
and will have it at any price. 


SOLIDcOW FILLED 


35 Cts. fora $2.00 Ring. 

t bis ring is made o wo Heavy Plates 
SOLID 18 KARAT GOLD, over com- 
sition metal, and is warranted to wear 
and retain its color for years, t 





The virtues or 
merits of a remedy 
for pain do not 
consist in ils being 



























guaranteerssent with each ring, The reg 

ular price is $2, and it cannot be told from 
aregular #10 ring. To introduce our waiches and jewelry, we will 
send the ring to any address, together w ith our wholesale catalogue, 
with special terms to Agents, Merchants, &c,, on receipt of 35 cents 
post oreash. Such a ring was never advertised before. Order im 
mediately. (Send slip o By size of your finger.) Addresa 
SEARS & CO., 11 onge St, Teronto, Canada 





TTA 


Itis a certain and speedy cure for 
Cold in the Head and Catarrh in all its 
stages. 


SOOTHING, CLEANSING, 
HEALING. 


Instant Relief, Permanent 
Cure, Failure | possiole, 


Many 60-called diseases are simpl 
symptoms of Catarrh, such as head. 
ache, partial deafness, losing sense of 
smell, foul breath, haw king and spit- 
ting, nausea, general feeling of de- 
bility, ete. If you are troubled with 
any of these or iindred symptoms, 
your have Catarrh, and should lose no 
time In ) rvcuring a bottle of Nasau 
Bats. Be warned in time, neglected 
cold in head results in Catarrh, fol- 
lowed by consumpti.n and death, 
Nasat Bato is sold by all druggis' 
or will be sent, post paid, on receipt o 
price (50 cents and $1.00) by ad 


FULFORD & CO, 
Brockville, Ont. 











~ ICURE FITS! 


' MEAN ARADICAL CURE. I have 
Epilepsy or Faliing Sickness a life-long study. | warrant my remedy to Cure 


have them return 


worst cases. 


he Boconed ones nave ee no caegen ee not now pepeiving & Sure. Send 
treatise and a Free ie of my infallible 
once for a y Rome ty nd pprese 


Post Office. It costs you 


for a trial, 
M.C., Branch Office, ise West ADELAIDE STREET, 


Take the Picturesque Erie Railway to New 
York. 


Parties visiting New York should always be 
careful to have their tickets read via the Erie. 
They run magnificent through sleepers from 
Toronto, and attach the finest dining cars in 
the United States for meals. The Erie is a 
aouble-track road from Suspension Bridge to 
New York. The officials of this great road de- 
serve great credit for the grand service they 
have given to the people in Canada, and we 
hope this favorite route will be well patron'zed, 





A Disciple of Ward McAllister. 


Teacher—Johnny Cresus, how is it you never 
have your grammar lesson ? 

Johnny—I expect to go into society when I 
grow up. 

We have a very fine stock of Opera Glasses, 
Opera Fans, Curb Chain Bracelets, Curb Chain 
Rings—just the thing for Xmas presents, 
Brown's, 110 Yonge street. 


—_ 





All He Can Get. 


When a man tells you that he is perfectly 
contented, he means, in nine cases out of ten, 
that after thinking the matter all over, he does 
not see how he can get anything more.—Somer 
ville Journal, 


—--_ 





The latest issues in the popular Red Letter 
Series of select fiction are: Sowing the Wind, 
by Mrs. E. Lynn Linton; A Black Business, by 
Hawley Smart; Violet Vyvian, M. F. H., by 
May Crommelm and J. Moray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs, 
Campbell Praed. All the best books are to be 
found in the Red Letter Series, for sale by book- 
sellers everywhere, 













Trade Mark. 


CORSET 


The Perfection of Shape, 
Finish and Durability. 


ACLOVE | Approved by the whole 
| polite world. 


| 
| ANNU4L SALE OVER 
1 ONE MILLION PAIRS 


To be had of all Dealers 
throuzhout the world. 


NINE FIRST MEDALS, 
MANUFACTURERS : 
W.S. THOMSON & CO., Limited, LONDON 


LABATT’S NEW BRAND 


ALE ALE ALE 





We bave on hand and fully matured a large supply of 
LABATT’S EXTRA STOCK ALE in pints and quarts, 
which we offer to the public and the trade at very close 
pr-ces. 

This special brand is very old and of extra fine quality, 
brewed from best malt. English and Bavarian hops used 
in every brew, and is equal, if not superior, to any im- 
portedales. Place your Xmas orders early and avoid dis- 
appointment. See that every bottle is labelled LABATT'S 
EXTRA STOCK. 

Can be obtained from all Wine Merchants and at first- 
class hotels generally. 


Ask for Labatt's Extra Stoc 


JAMES GOOD & CO. 


| 
| 
| 
| Sole Agents, Toronto 
| 
| 
| 
{ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





JEWELL & HOWELL 


RESTAURANT 


56, 58 and 60 Colborne Street 


TORONTO 


The Bar supplied with the Best 
Wines ; the Table with every luxury. 





35 CHESTER TERRACE, 
Eaton SQuARE, 
Lonpon, S. W. 


Johnston 


To Mr. S. W 

Dear S1r,—The two bot- 
tles of Alaska Cream, which 
you forwarded to me per 
Ss. Sarnia, arrived quite 
safely two days ago. I can 
get nothing like it in Eng- 
land for my hands. 

Yours faithfully, 

C. L. ROSS. 
19 h, 99 





Dec 


HOFFMAN'S HARMLESS ) 
HEADACHE POWDERS 


are the result of persistent study 
and experimenting by an experts 
chemist, tested in the most se- 
vere cases aud submitted te the 
highest medical av thority, eme 
dorsed and pronounced perfect 
ly barmiess, Thousands now 
attest to their virtues, and non 


need suffer from Headaches 
if they will use Hoffman's Pow- 


ders. 


A TRIAL WILL CONVINCE, 
‘ TRULY CALLED THE 


GREATEST 
MEDICINE 


s. WORLD 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 


The public intited fo lnv igate personally. Pamphlets, 
Testimonials and advice free. Call of dress Wma. 
Radam Microbe Killer Co, Limited, 120 King 
Street West, Toronto, Ont., sole owners and manufacturers 
for the Dominion. Beware of impositions. See our Trade 


Mark. 
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Dunn's 
Mustard 


| LARGEST SALE IN CANADA 





a 


THOUSANDS OF BOTTLES 
GIVEN AWAY YEARLY. 


onametnns ei B20 pe 
m a time en 
ap aonae tho tiesaan of 


Bets 


and it will cure 


¥ dress i—M. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








QpnseRVATOpy 


FOURTH YEAR 


OVER 1,200 PUPILS LAST THREE YEARS 


Send for New 100.page calender for season 1890- 


91. Mailed free to any address. Apply— 
EDWARD FISHER, Mus'cal Director, 


Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 





In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 
Thorough musical education in all branches. SPECIAL 


ADVANTAGES. F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 


S H. CLARK 


ELOCUTIONIST 


Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 
68 Winchester Street 


Misses Eleanor and Edith Rowland 


Pupils of Julius Eichberg, Director of Boston Conservatory 
are prepared to give instruction on 


THE VIOLIN 


Particulars and terms at their residence. 


62 Cecil Street - ° i 
RS. ANNIE WALDRON, Concert Solo 


Pianist, also Violinist (Solo pianist ‘‘ Agnes Thom- 
son” Concert Company’s tour.) For concert engagements 
and circular of English press criticiems address— 

308 Berkeley Street, Toronto, 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organists, London, Eng., 
and Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Singing, Harmony, &c. 
Mr. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Address— 


TORONTO COLLEGE_OF MUSIC. 
A. S. V O Conservatoire, Leipzig, 
Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


ISS MARIE C. STRONG 
PRIMO-CONTRALTO 


Toronto 





Toronto 








(LATE OF THE ROYAL 


OPEN FOR 
CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 
Also receives pupils in Voice Culture and Pianoforte Play- 
ing, after September 1. For terms and circulars address 
114 Maitland Street, Toronto. Teacher of vocal music at 
Brantford Ladies’ College. 








LOYD N. WATKINS 

303 Church 
Thorough instruction on Banjo Guitar, 
Zither. 


'R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and JHdarmony 
94 Gloucester Street 
A. BLAKELEY 
. Organist Sherbourne street Methodist church, 
is prepared to receive pupils in 
ORGAN, PIANO AND THEORY 
ADDRESS, 46 PHOEBE STREET. 


Street 
Mandolin and 





SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 
FROM LONDON, ENGLAND. 
ibini has been for several } ears principal pro- 
e880 ingi ci ’ d has 
{ singing at the London Academy, London, an 
in former years been a pianoforte pupil of the world-re- 
nowned pianoforte virtuosi and Professors Moscheles and 
Thalberg, beg to announce that he has now open A 
Vocal and Pianoforte Aeademy at No, 82 ¢ hureh 
Street, Toronte, for professional and amateur mgt 
Pupiis prepared for the stage, oratorio and concert hall, 


ishi i i Y for ladies 
finishing lessons in the pianoforte. Classes for, fe 
oa gentionen. Terms moderate. Address 82 Church 


Street, Toronto, 


R W. EDGAR BUCK, Basso-Cantante 
M Pupil of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. 


Signor Ru 








Conductor 
Voice Culture and Singing. In- 


** Toronto Vocal Society. a lenses. 000 Church St. 


struction for Oratorio, Opera an 
WALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 


i inity © Eng. 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, 
$ Buchanan St., and Toronte College of Music 











CANADIAN COLLEGE OF COM- 
MERCE. ; ; s 
Incorporating Canadian Business University, Bengoug’ - 
Shorthand Institute, Warriner’s Courses of Higher Com- 
mercial Training. ' 
Most modern and thorough business course. Pioneer 


shorthand schoo!. 800 graduates in good positions. Finest 
rooms and location. Most practical courses of instruction 


in Dominion. 
NIGHT CLASSES 


In Bookkeeping, Penmanship, Arithmetic, Shorthand and 
Typewriting commence lst Monday in October 
ToRouNTO 


Sor. Yonge & = Bengough & Warriner 


LOWE'S COMMERCIAL ACADEMIES 


For Ladies and Gentlemen 


CENTRAL SCHOOL—53 King Street East 
(Over Nasmith’s) 

WESTERN SCHOOL — 278 Spadina Ave. 
Geo. A. Lowe, Principal. 

Hundreds of my pupils now ‘holding lucrative positions. 
Competent teachers in attendance day and evening. (No 
lady teachers.) 

Cue. 3 
ookkeepin 
Shorthand {Pitman’s or Light Line) 
Typewriting (4 machines) 
Penmanship 

Above subj cts taught thoroughly for $5. This is the 
entire charge until competent. 

Puplis Assisted to Positions 


M Iss PLUMMER 
MODIST}E 


57 GLOUOESTER STREET 


MAKING PARLORS 

p** ee —_ mpzee. 
je careful stad evo vening Dresses 

ol Ree een, an Traveling and Walking Cos 
tumes. Bastin, Tennis and Holiday Suite, aleo Riding 
Habits, o . Possessing favorable facilities for the 
prompt y attention to Mourning orders, we have 
undoubted confidence of assuring entire satisfaction. 

ROOM RB. WALGER & SONS 











THE VOICE 


Production, Development, Cultiva- 
tion and Style 


W. ELLIOT HASLAM 


SPECIALIST FOR VOICE CULTURE. 


J 
Gives lessons in Singing, and prepares professional pupils 
for Oratorio, Concert or Opera. 


Studie 143 Yonge Street, Teronto 
L. FORSTER 


Fi ae a Specialty ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8T. EAST 


AMILTON MacCARTHY, RC A., 
SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 
son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 


F W. MICKLETHWAITE 
°* PHOTOGRAPHER 
Cor. Jarvis and King Streets : . Toronto 


SpactaLttizs—Outdoor Views, Crayon Portraits. 
“THE BEST” 








SUN BEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes: 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Sireet 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully arranged and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Best Quality, and the ALES cannot be surpassed. 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 


UPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, 
Warts, Birth Marks, and all facial blemishes perma- 


nently removed by electrolysis. DR. FOSTER, Electrician, 
Yo: ge Street Market. 391 Yonge Street. 


R. THOMAS MOWBRAY 
Architectural Sculptor 
IN STONE AND WOOD 
2G Yonge ftreet Arcade 


"T Homas MOFFATT 
Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 


A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 
145 Yonge Street, Toronto 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
CF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 








F, 4. SEFTON 
DENTIST 


I72 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store 


OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 
Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Orowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Seta. operations known to 





modern dentistry practiced. 
CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade - = Room B 


Telephone 1846 


el | 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
a Special | attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 
F. G. CALLENDER 
DENTIST 
flas removed from 12 Carlton Street to 
349 YONGE STREET 


(Over D. L, Thompson’s Pharmacy) 























Fresh Arrivals 
MESSRS. H. & C. BLACHFORD 


Have much pleasure in announcing that their stock of 


Fine Fall and Winter Boots and 
Shoes 


Is now complete, and would invite early inspection. 


87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 


PICKLES’ NEW SHOR STORE 


Pickles has now the best equipped shop in the city for 








Fine Ordered Work Y” 


The best workmen and the best 
material, 


PICKLES, 328 YONGE STREET 


Spring Goods 


TO HAND 


Winter Goods 


Closing Out at Close Cost P.ices 


Shoes _— WENT CCU. 
Rubbers “°° 


And repairing. 








The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. | 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 
$500 ooo to loan on eee see and large 
’ sums. Reasonable rates of interest 
and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 


WILLIAMS & CO. 


SLATE AND GRAVEL ROOFERS 
4 Adelaide Street East 


Manufacturers and dealers in Reofirg Materials, Building 
Papers, Carpet Felt, &. Also lay Trinidad Asphalt on 
Stable Floors, Cellar Bottoms, &c. 


OU 
+" = 
WORLD 

$600.00 

ANADIAN 





THE 


‘PACIFIC Vy. 


1! or information apply to 


W. R. CALLAWAY 


DisTRIicr PASS#eNnGER AGENT 
118 King Street West, Toronto 





AND 


- SPECTACLES - 


Accurately fitted. First quality lenses. Opera and Field 
Glasses, Thermometers, &. 
J. FOSTER. 13 King Street West 


White Enamel Letters 


FOR WINDOWS 


Cesar Bros.’ Patent. 


Th mo conspicucas and durable letter in the market. 
Not affected by light and frost. 


Canadian White Enamel Sign Co. 


4 Adelaide Street West. Toronto 
A cents wanted fn every City and Town in Dominion. 


Kasy and Other Chairs 


Drawing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 
Parlor, Office, Study and 
Other Furniture 





These goods are manufactured by me, and are adapted to 
che requirements of home and places of business. I keep a 
stock, also make to order. holstering is a apecialy, 
hoth in design, quality of and ric of color. 


WELLINGTON STOTT 


(70 King Street West - Toronto 


-: NEW MUSIC --: 


No Life Without Love, Waltzes 


By Chas. Bohner...... Price 60c 
Reverie Musicale Valse 

By J. OC. Swallow..... Price 50c 
Move On Polka 

By Chas. Bohner........ Price 40 
Field Flowers Waliz 

By M. A. Weped....... Price 50c 





Every piece a gem. Ask your dealer 
for them or order direct from 
the publishers 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158Yonge Street, Toronto. 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The most stylish designs for the coming eeason, at 
moderate prices. 


MRS A. JAMES 


153 Richmond Street . + - [Toronto 
Between York and Simcoe Streets. “ 


THE SCHOOL OF CUTTING 


Teaching our New Tailor 
System of Dress and Mantle 
cutting for ladies’ and chil- 
dren’s garments. Perfect 
satisfaction assured. 


DRESSMAKING 
Our art. Perfection in Fit, 
Fashion and Finish. Special 
attention to Costumes and 
Mantle making, 


MILLINERY 


Leading styles. Well as- 
sorted winter stock at reduced 
pr ces. 


J &A.CARTER 
372 Yonge St..cor.Walton 
Toronto 




















Established 1860 





GRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


EPPSS COCOA 


BREAKEAST 


‘*By athorough knowledge of the natural laws which 
govern the operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a 
careful application of the fine properties of weil-eelected 
Cocoa, Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast tables witha 
delicately flavored beverage which may save us many heavy 
doctors’ bills. Itis by the judicious use of such articles: 
cf diet that a constitution may be gradually built up until 
strong enough to resist every tendoney to diseare. Hun- 
dreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready to 
attack wherever there is a weak point. We may escape 
many a fatal shaft by keeping curselves well fortified with 
pure blood and a properly nourished frame.”— Civil Service 
Gazette. 

Made simply with boiling water or milk. Sold only in 
packets, by Grocers, labelled thus: 


JAMES EPPS & CO., 
Homeceopathic Chemists, London, England 


Finest Perfumes 


AND 


Sachet Powders 


IN GREAT VARIETY 


IN BULK AND BOTTLE 


NEIL C. LOVE & CO. 


Chemists and Perfumers 


166 Yonge St. - Toronto, Ont. 
HOMEOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Keeps in stock Pure Hon wopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
Dilutions, and Pellets. Pure Sugar cf Milk Globuleg. 

Books and Family Medicine Cases from $1 to $12. Orders 
for Medicines and ,Pocks ae atterded to. Send for 
Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Pharmacitst. 


DRESSMAKERS’ 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor System of Cut- 
ting Improved and 
Simplified 


COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 


. 





MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 
Waist Linings and Dresses Cut 


CORSETS 
made to order. 
anteed. 


426 1-2 Yonge St. 


(Just south of College) 


Satisfaction guar- 















J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


THE 





RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Cou 
Stables, 108 Mutual St. 
Handsome turroute 
with careful driver 
any time day or night. 


i) 
» Telephone 2104 


¥ Arthur M. Bowman 


J Proprietor 


me 








Some Curious Words. 


* Varlet” is the same word as “valet,” and 
each is an offshoot of the feudal ‘ vassal.” 
“Rotten Row,” the famous London street, re- 
calls ‘‘la route du roi” (the king’s passage- 


way). ‘*Dandelion” is ‘‘dent de lion” (the 
lion’s tooth), and “vinegar” was once “ vin 
aigre” (sour wine). ‘‘ Madame” is “ my lady,” 
and ‘‘sir” has been extracted from the Latin 
“senior,” through the French. “ Biscuit” 
keeps alive the Latin ‘“‘bis coctus,” (twice 
cooked), and a verdict is simply a “ verum 
dictum” (true saying). An “earl” was an 
“elder” in the primitive society, while “pope” 
is the same as “papa,” and “ Kaiser” is a 
“Cesar.” ‘*Huzzy” was once a respectable 
“housewife ;” a “‘ knave” was simply a “ boy” 
—the German “knabe” of today; and a 
“ caitiff” was in the first place merely a ‘* cap- 
tive.” ‘*Jimminy” is a reminiscence of the 
classical adjuration, ‘‘O Gemini” used by the 
Romans when they called upon the twins, 
Castor and Pollux, to help them. A “‘nincom- 
poop” was originally a person not of sound’ 
mind (non compos mentis), and an “ assassin ” 
a member of the sect of the “ Assassins” 
(founded by Hassan ben Sabah in 1090). This 
order derived ita name either from that of its 
founder or from that of the intoxicating drug 
(hasheesh), usually taken by those selected to 
carry out his commands in the way of “ remov- 
ing” any person or persons obnoxious to him. 
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Social and Personal. 
(Continued from Page Two.) 


the Young People’s Association in connection 
with St. Stephen’s church last Monday night. 
The school-house was filled to its utmost 
capacity with an appreciative and delighted 
audience. The chair was occupied by that 
prince of chairmen, Mr, John Canavan, whose 
genius as a reader and reciter are so well 
known to all readers of SaturpAy NiGuHt. 
Amongst those whose efforts were especially 
Miss L. 
Shanley, Miss Agnes Forbes, Miss Hirschfelder, 
Messrs. 
Hirschfelder and Vaux Chadwick 
represented the sterner sex in song, flute and 
violin solos. Especially interesting to young 


appreciated were Miss Saunders, 


Miss Moore and Miss Connie Jarvis. 
Howden, 


and old was the ventriloquism of Mr. Bunting, 
which kept the audience in one continued out- 
burst of merriment. I am assured that the 
Young People’s Association of St. Stephen’s is 
doing really good work in that parish, and I 
can well believe this after last Monday’s excel- 
lent concert. Amongst many others present 
were Mrs. Canavan, the Misses Shanley, Miss 
Hardy, Miss Lewis, Miss Andrews, Mias 
Thomp3on, Miss Barwick, Miss Oxenham, 
Miss Pain and Miss Broughall. 
* 


One of the social attractions this season will 
be the conversazione to be held in the Academy 
of Music on February 3 by the Toronto Bicycle 
Club. As this isa new departure of the To- 
rontos, and they have placed a very energetic 
committee in charge of the affair, the sober- 
minded boys in blue are looking forward toa 
good time, and hope to see their friends around 
in the usual good force. The committee is 
composed of Messrs. R. J. Hall, H. English, 
W. West, F. B. Robins, James Miln, F. J. 
Whatnough, E. Y. Parker, secretary, and H, 
Bruce Brough chairman. 


Miss Aggie Nairn of Jarvis street returned 
last week from Orillia, where she was the 
guest of Mrs. Ardagh. . 


Mrs. Smart of Hamilton is the guest of Mrs, 
Cecil Horrocks of Shaw street. 
a7 


‘One of her brightest and keenest journalists 
was lost to Toronto this week by the sudden 
death of Mr. James H. Maclean of the World, 
He was @ man possess2c of the news instinct 
if ever there was one. Reared from his early 
youth in a journalistic atmosphere, he made it 
his element. He had the restitess activity 
that sought out news, as well as the 
penetrating judgment that found the one 
grain of wheat in the bushel of chaff. 
His work at the news editor’s desk could not 
easily be surpassed, and the columns of the 
World will miss the skilful hand as his many 
friends will miss the kindly personality of 
** Jim” Maclean. 


Mrs. Badgerow was At Home to her many 
friends on Saturday afternoon last, the affair 
being a farewell on the occasion of her depar- 
ture with Mr. Badgerow for Bermuda, where 
the county crown attorney hopes to recruit his 
health. Mrs, _Badgerow received, assisted by 
her daughter, Miss Wynnie Badgerow, and by 
Miss Mulholland and Miss Evelyn Badgerow. 
Among those present were Mrs. McDougall, 
Mrs. Mulock, Mrs. Hirschfelder, Miss Hirsch- 
felder, Mrs. and Miss Monk, Mrs. and Miss 
Burnside, Mrs. and the Misses Hedley, Mrs. 
Septimus Jones, Miss Cartwright, Miss Jarvis, 
Miss Miller, Mrs. and Miss Francis, Mrs. 
Alfred Hoskin, Mr. and Mrs. George Dickson, 
Messrs, George Fraser, Buchan, Harold Jarvis, 
Hoskin, Macrae, Wright, Kirkpatrick Morton 
Jones, Symons and Gordon. 

2 


Mrs. William Roaf was At Home on Tues- 


day afternoon. ‘ 


Mrs. Byron Walker ‘gave a delightful dance 
to the staft of the Bank of Commerce on Wed- 
nesday evening. 


Mrs, William Bonnell gave a large dance on 
Thursday evening, and a children’s party last 
night, 


a 
Cards are out for a dance at Mrs, Percy 
Beatty’s on Monday, February 8. 
a 


Mrs, Sheraton of Wycliffe College invited a 
large number of guests to afternoon tea on 
Wednesday. 


e 
The Catholic Young Ladies Literary Asso- 
ciation entertained their friends at their rooms 
on McCaul street,on Wednesday evening of 
this week, The Rev. Dean Harris contributed 
a short lecture, interspersed with ballads of 
Alonzo and Imogene, Francis King of Parma 
and Lovell’s bride. Mrs. Belle Rose Emslie 
recited Aux Italiens with charming effect and 
received repeated encores, Instrumental solos 
by Miss Teresa Memory ard Miss Lawlor, and 
songs by Miss Pringle and Miss Kate Clarke 
completed an enjoyable programme, 
* 


The friends of our young townsman, Mr. 
William Romain Walsh, will be pleased to 
learn that he has met with good success, and 
received high praise in Winnipeg for his dra- 
matic work with the McDowell Comedy Com- 
pany, which has been there for the past three 
months. He sailed last week with the com- 
pany from New York for the West Indies, 
where they go to fill a two months’ engage- 
ment in Kingston, Jamaica. 


Miss M, Radford, who left Toronto two years 
ago to organize a musical conservatory at To- 
kio for the Board of Foreign Missions, has 
returned and is to be married in Montreal to- 
day to Mr. Parker R. Bradley of Boston. 

* 


Mrs, George A. Bingham gave a pleasant At 
Home at her residence, Bloor street west, on 
Wednesday evening, 


* 

On January 21, at St. Basil’s Church, a large 
audience assembled to the marriage of Miss 
Boyle, daughter of Mr, Patrick Boyle, editor of 
the Irish Canadian, who was wedded to Mr. 
P. C, Dowdall, barrister, of Almonte, The 
bride was attended by her sister, Miss Julie 
Boyle, and the greom by his brother, Mr. John 
Dowdall, The ceremony was performed by 
Rev. Father O'Donoghue. After the wedding 
breakfast Mr, and Mrs. Dowdall left for New 
York, Boston and other American cities. 
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The many friends of the Toronto Canoe Club 






















































































the number of invitations. 


affairs of the season. 


of carrying it out. 


o> 


Art and Artists. 


given by the 


ronto on 
evening. 









gregate. 





- appease the 


was furnished by the 
Academy of Music, an 


solo by Mr B. L Faeder, 


G. Mercer Adam, 


Garrett and Ferguson of the World. 


ber of others unconnected with either body. 
* 


Something in the nature of a social evening 
was inaugurated by the Art Students’ League 
last Friday, and will be held fortnightly to 
relieve the monotony of incessant drawing 
In place of the regular drawing 
a subject was given—the subject given at the 
first meeting was ‘“Silence”—and each one 
Oae of the 
best sketches illustrating ‘‘ Silence” was a 


from models, 


prepares a sketch illustrating it. 


bugler lying dead with his bugle by his side. 


Such a programme gives abundant scope for 


good work and unlimited amusement. 
* 


At the regular fortnightly meeting of the 
Architectural Sketch Club on Tuesday evening, 
a paper on Buiiding Materials was read by Mr. 
H. P. Gordon, which proved interesting to ali 
present, for without that very important fac- 
tor, material, even the most artistic conception 
would be useless and the wildest flight of 
fancy in design, nothing more than mere pret- 
The lecturer was tendered a 
Mr. Frank Darling then criti- 
cized the drawings for the monthly competi- 
Mr. C. H. Acton-Bond was awarded 
first place in the senior division, and Mr. J. Y. 


tiness on paper. 
vote of thanks. 


tion. 


S, Russell in the junior division. VAN, 





The Gondoliers. 


Gilbert & Sullivan’s comic opera, The Gondo- 

Grand Opera 

House next Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday. 

This opera is now admitted to be one of Gil- 

bert & Sullivan’s best—a no small eulogy. The 

Gondolier coneeny —_— demonstrated that 
a 


liers, will be performed at the 


possess material to render it in admirable 
The opera will be produced here on a 


the 
style. 
magnificent scale. 
menced yesterday. 








Out of Town. 





OTTAWA, 


The uncertainty as to the opening of Parlia- 
ment has rather put adamper upon the usual 
winter festivities in the Capital, and the prob- 
abilities are that owing to the lateness of the 
session, the season will not be nearly as gay as 
usual, Lady Stanley has been giving her Sat- 
urday afternoon skating and to zaning 
parties, but has so far given only one dinner 
party of any dimensions at Government House. 

The following small dances were held last 
week: An At Home by Miss M. P. Davis; a 
dance at Mrs. Cote’s; an At Home by Mrs. A. 
J. Christie, a most enjoyable dance by Miss 
Sparks and one by Mrs. Lee of Metcalfe street. 

rs. Costigan of Cooper street gave a card 

arty on Wednesday last, and Mrs. C. Berkele 

‘owell a dinner party on the same evening. 
dinner was also given last Saturday evening by 
the Secretary of State in honor of Count de 
Rossignae who is spending a few days in the 


city. 

‘The affair par excellence of the week, how- 
ever, was a ball given at the Russell House 
- Mrs. St. Onge Chapleau, at which all the 
elite of the city were present. As this was 
really the first social gathering of any impor- 
tance this season the fine rooms of the Russell 
were thron with the fashion of the Capital. 
The decorations were in every way worthy of 
the well known artistic taste of the hostess. 
A reception parlor on the first floor was fitted 
up asarefreshment room, the corridors were 
brilliantly illuminated, while a suite of roons 
was so arranged as to form a magni Genet ball- 
room. Downstairs, in the ladies’ ord ‘ 
prettily decorated for the occasion, su was 
served at midnight to about two hundred 
gak, Am the ts were or the 

on, C. R, Colville and Mrs. Colville, tain 
the Hon. Mr. Walsh, A.D.C., Sir Adolphe 
ind Lady Caron and Miss Caron, Hon. 
C. H. and Mrs. Tupper, the newwetery. of 
Pate and pte, Chopin, Hon. an i 7 rt 

wottens Capt. an rs, iss, Col. ma 
Consul General, Mrs. and Miss Lay. Count 
count Van Bruy 


igian 
Consul ; Capt. Macpherson, 78th Highlanders ; 
Mr. and the Misses Mackintosh, Mr. and Mre, 
Isbester, Mr. and Mre, E. Miall, Mr. and Miss 


$5 NE of the most success- 
eas ~~ ful Bohemian affairs 
; held in Toronto this season 

“- was the smoking concert 
Ontario 
Society of Artists at their 
= rooms on King street, to 
he _ the newspaper men of To- 
last Saturday 
About half a 
hundred artists and news- 

— paper writers were present 
_ and a better looking assem- 
: blage of young men it 
would be difficult to con- 
A spirit of in- 
souciance and good fellow- 
ship pervaded the misty 
air and every one present 
came under its spell. With 
come light refreshment to 
inner con- 
sciousness and music, song, dance and dram 
atic recital to spirit away dull care, the guests 
were made happy and the hosts were happy 
that their object was accomplished, Music 
orchestra of the 
exquisite violin 
banjo 
solos by Mr. Richards, and piano solos by 
Messrs. Theodore Martens and J. A. Radford. 
Songs were contributed by Messrs. Sims 
Richards, Fred Warrington and Jack Garvin. 
A number of excellent readings were given by 
Mr, F. M. Bell-Smith, and Mr. Sam Jones. 
Among the journalists present I noticed: Mr. 
Messrs. Wallis, Healey, 
Ketchum, Jackson, Galt, Smith, Russell, Currie, 
and Harrington of the Mai/, Messrs.Good, Long, 
Cronin and Houston of the Empire, Messrs. 
Kelso, Lyon, and Smith of the Globe, Mr. 
Clissold of the Telegram, Messrs. Ryan, Camp- 
bell, and Garvin of the News, and Messrs. 
A large 
number of the members of the Ontario Society 
of Artists were present, together with a num. 





















The sale of seats com- 
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ALL SIZES !! 








WAREROOMS | 





32 KING STREET WEST 
635 QUEEN STREET WEST 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


have learned with great pleasure that the 
canoeists will hold their second annual: At 
Home at the Academy, on February 9. Last 
year's efforts proved such a remarkable success 
that it has been found necessary to again limit 
It is expected this 
will be one of the most pleasant and enjoyable 
The canoeists have an 
enviable reputation in matters of this kind, 
and the special committee will spare no trouble 
or expense to make ail arrangements perfect. 
Their aim is to give the members and their 
friends a splendid dance without the customary 
crush, and judging from the experience of last 
year the present committee are quite capable 





if 


WATERPROOF WITHOUT RUBBER 
THE BON MARCHE 


Has Just Received a Large Consignment from the Best Manu- 





facturers in Europe of 


ALL STYLES !! 





The Best Test 





What Is It? 





Th2 permanent popularity of a pianoforte in the homes of the best 
people and of the best judges of a high-class instrument. 


THE MASON & RISCH PIANO 
Has the Reputation 


TORONTO 








MONDAY 
NIGHTS | re 


| Feb. 
+) ONLY 


First presentation in Canada of 


LATEST OPERA CRAZE 


THE GONDOLIERS 


A Great Chorus of Yaung Voices 
Gorgeous Costumes 
Elaborate Scenery 
Bright and Catchy Music 





ITS RECORD SPEAKS FOR ITSELF 


600 Nights in....... London | 165 Nights in....... Chicago 
258 Nights in..... New York | 100 Nights in........ B 


No Advance in Prices 


TORONTO SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA 


SIG, F. D’AURIA, Conductor. 








The third concert by the Toronto Symphony Orchestra 
will be given in the 


Pavilion, on Thursday, February 5 
On which occasion the en will be combined with the 
ne 


BAND OF THE QUEEN'S OWN RIFLES 


And render for the first time in Toronto Meyerbeer’s 
Grand March, from the opera L’ Africane. 


MRS. CLARA E. SHILTON, Vocalist. 
MR. H. L. CLARKE, Cornet Soloist. 


Reserved seats 50c. Admission 25c. 
Plan open at A. & S. Nordheimer’s Saturday, Jan. 31. 








Gisborne, Dr. and Miss Selwyn, Hon. John Hag- 
gart and Hon. Mackenzie Bowell. The music 
was pe by the orchestra of the Governor: 
General's Foot Guards. 

On Thursday of last week Sir John and Lady 
Macdonald entertained the following ladies 
and gentlemen at dinner at Ernescliff: Sir 
Adolphe and Lady Caron, Sir John and Lady 

r. and Mre, Dewdney, Major- 
General Herbert, C.B., and Hon. Mrs. Herbert, 
Mr. Welsh, M.P., Miss Clifton, Hon, W. Walsh, 
A.D.C., Mr. and Mrs. T. Cameron Bate, Mr, 
and Mrs, Gilmour, Miss McClymont and Mr. 
F. W. Avery. 

Of the events to come, Miss Macdonald has 
issued invitations for a small dance at Ernes- 
cliff on Monday, February 9. Mr. and Mrs. 
og posers. at he Russell 
riday, January 30. num 

ests have been invited from to and 

treal. The bachelors intend giving a ball 
on the evening of the 29th. 


Special Matinee Wednesday 


GILBERT & SULLIVAN'S 


i 


ESDAY 
WEDNESDAY | 2, 3 & 4 














Now being sold at and 





Great Bargains in evary 
Line of 


Fine Furs 





at 


HAMMOND 'S 


129 Yonge Street 


LYON’S 
PHOTC GRAPHIC STUDIO 


Just completed and now open to the public. 


Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts. 


urpose. Heated by steam. 
on rooms All modern con- 
a specialty. Prices moderate. 


PROF. DAVIS’ 
Aeademy of Dancing 


(No branch academy ) 
"102 Wilton Ave. 
Sind Year. 16,000 Pupils. 
Classes for Ladies, Gentle- 


men, Misses and Masters. Pri- 
vate lessons by appointment. 


Member of the National Asso- 

ciation of Teachers of Danc- 

ing of the United States and 
Canada. 





Built expressly for the 
Elegant waiting and = 
veniences. High class wor 











HIS NEW ROUND DANCE 
THE WALTZ MINUET 
has been received with astounding favor in society circles 
at Toronto, Ottawa, the principal cities and towns of the 
United States, and even in England. Music (a charming 
set of Waltzes) for piano Dance fully expiained. Free by 
mail on receipt of ice, 600, = i four copies for $2. 
Address PROF. JNO. F DAVIS, 102 Wilton Ave , Toronto. 








The Latest French Duel, 


M. De Calinaux has received a challenge. 
Just as everything is ready, and they are only 
waiting for the signal to fire, he es out of 
his et a small round object and peaceably 
walks up to his opponent : 

‘*Give me yours. 

**My what?” inquired the other in amaze- 


ment, 
“Well, haven't we to exchange bullets ?” 


Grand Opera House HAMMOND'S FURS 


BELOW COST 








fe GBs 
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HEPTONETTE CLOAKS 


Being Waterproof Without Rubber, in Black, Gray and Fancy 


Ladies will find these garments much superior to the ordinary RUBBER CLOAKS for wear 
and keep ng out rain, being thoroughly wa‘erproof, and will not harden or crack. Neither will 
: excessive heat injure them. They are made of a sott twilled tweedy material, and are without 
exception the bast and most stylish garment worn; also note the following : 


500 Ladies’ Rubber Coats, from $1.50 to $10 
250 Misses Rubber Coats, from $1 to $175 
175 Boys’ Rubber Coats, from $1.50 to $5 
300 Gents’ Rubber Coats, from $2.50 to $12 


ALL PRICES !! 





NOTE---Ladies will please ask to see the above goods WHEN ATTENDING OUR QUARTER OF A 
MILLION DOLLAR SALE, which will be continued during ENTIRE MONTH OF FEBRUARY. 


F. X. Cousineau & Co., 7 and 9 King Street East 








| 

In our Bankrupt Stock of 
$18,700 from Montreal we 
have an immense assortment 
of Boys’ and Children’s Cloth- 
ing. This stock was bought 
for the fall and winter busi- 
ness, and comprises the finest 
grades made for the Montreal 
Trade. The entire stock must 
be cleared before March 1, 
and has been marked at 
pr:ces that will insure them 
going before then 

Mothers will do well to see 
our stock before purchasing 


elsewhere. 


219 and 221 Yonge Street 
Cor. Shuter Street 


Fathers = = 


and 
«= = Mothers 


We are now showing the finest 
line of Boys and Youths’ ready- 
made clothing, suitable for Holiday 
presents. 

Bring the boy along and we will 
show something that will please you 


both. 
T. K. ROGERS 


522 Queen St. West TORONTO 


GERMAN. FRENCH. SPANISH 


THE INGRES-COUTELLIER SCHOOL 


OF MODERN LANGUAGES 
NATURAL MEtHOD BY NATIVE TEACHERS 


TORONTO: MONTREAL: 
Canada Life Building. Nordheimer Block, 
207 St James St. 
DIFFERENT BRANCHES: 
St. John, N. B. Ottawa, Ont. 
Halifax, N. 8. Bangor, Me. 
Winnipeg, Man. Calais, Me. 
Brantford, Ont. Yarmouth, N, 8, 
Kingston, Ont. And other cities. 
Office and Recitation Rooms in the CANADA LIFE 
BUILDING. At the next literature course, Tues- 
Coutellier will 


day, J 27, 8 o'clock, Prot, 
or eet Ls il ote 
Admission—For pupils of the school, 40c.; for non- 


500. 
— made for all terms. 


FLORAL ARTIST 
78 Yonge Street, Toronto 

of King Street. 

Evening Parties, Funers 
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and 
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Blotted Out. 


I had gone to the cemetery with a friend to 
view the monument he had erected in memory 
of one of his ee and we were afterwards 
strolling about in the winding paths, when we 
met an old woman, a aay ae wrinkled, 
and feeble old woman, who had been compelled 
to rest in her walk. 

*\T was looking for—for Potter’s Field,” she 
explained, as we came up. 

e offered to show her the way, and as she 
lim along at a slow pace she said : 

“They are all buried there—husband and 
three children. It was sickness, poverty, and 
death, and the dead had to go to Potter’s Field. 
We felt the shame of it, but what could we 


o? 

** Will you remember the locality?” I asked. 

“Oh, yes. I used to come quite often, but 
it’s been five years since I was here last, as I 
moved away. There’s a big elm, with a limb 
branching off to the left, and near by is the 
tombstone of a soldier.” 

When we reached the space reserved for the 
bodies of the very poor she was all attention, 
but we had walked half a mile before she iden- 
tified the tree. : 

“It’s right here that he was buried, while 
the children’s graves are further down,” she 
said as she stood by the tree. 

Next moment a wail of anguish was wrung 
from her heart. Men had been tnere and 
levelied the earth—blotted out the mounds and 
filled up the hollows to prepare for other pau- 

r graves—to bury the atop of the dead. 
fe wee so further down. The rough mounds 
which had once marked the children’s grave to 
a mother’s eye were there no longer. 

**I—I had to come once more!” she sobbed 
in her bitterness of spirit. ‘It isthe last time, 
for Iam old and feeble. If they had left the 
mounds I could have told mine from all others. 
But see! There are no graves here! My dead 
are gone, and I shall never find them again !’ 

And as we passed on she sank down on the 

ass beneath the shade of the tree she had 
rs so long in mind, and her tearful pliants 
followed us like those of some starving child 
desperate in his despair.—N. Y. Sun. 


MEDICAL, 
D®. SPILSBURY has removed to 210 
Huron Street, first door north of College Specialist 


—Diseases of Throat, Nose and Ear. Office hours—8 tc 11 


-4.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 
R. YOUNG, L R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Physician and Surgeon 
Residence 145 College Avenue. Hours 12 till 
3 p.m., and Sundays. Telephone 3499. 
@ffice 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m.. and 
7till9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


R, EMILY H. STOWE, 119 CHUXCH 


Street. 
Consultation 1 to 5 p.m. In Therapeutics, Electricity 
and Massage a specialty. Telephone 934. 
ONH B. HALL, M.D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOME OPATHIST : 
Specia!ties—Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
cf Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


MARRIAGE LICENSES. 


Ho ENRY C. FORTIER 


ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES 
Office 16 Victoria Street. Evenings, 57 Murray Street. 
a 


GAMU EL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 

land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence, 258 Bathurst Street. 


OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


G =O. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Cariten Street 


Perfumes 


CZ Ag + 
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The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 


ALEX ANDER— At Toronto, on January 25, 
Alexander—a daughter. 

BKOWN—At Hamilton, on January 14, Mre. Harry 
Brown—a son. 


Mre. E. T. 


HAWLEY—At Toronto, on January 25, Mrs. John Hawley | 


—a son 
MORPHY—At Oshawa, on January 24, Mrs. Henry E. 
Morphy —=a son. 


WILLIAMS 
Williams—a son. 


HANSFORD—At Toronto, on January 24, Mrs. J. E. 


Hansford—a daughter. 

DAVIES—At Ridgeland, Ill., on January 10, Mre. Edwin 
C. K. Davies—a daughter 

HEPBURN --At Chapleau, Ont., on January 15, Mrs. W. 
Hepburn—a daughter. 

ROONEY—At Toronto, on ‘January 21, Mrs. Pcter J. 
Rooney—a daughter. 

WHITE —At Chatham, on January 25, Mrs. J. W. White 
—& son. | 

IRVINE—At Georget wn, Texas, on January 15, Mrs. A. | 
T. Irvine—a son. 


At Toronto, on January 18, Mrs. Griffith 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


WA 


LKERS 
WINTER 


SALE 


This sale affords every citizen of Toronto and On- 
tario an opportunity of making every Four Dollars pur- 
chase Five Dollars’ worth, whether in personal wear, 
such as Mantles, Ready-Made Dresses, Wrappers, Dress 
Goods, Silks, Skirts, Clothing, Furs, Underwear, or in 


Domestic Goods, Bedding or Table Napery. 


We are Direct Importers, and show a large stock of 
Fancy Goods, Elegant Fans, Ed. Pinaud’s Toilet Soaps 
and Fine Perfumery, Hair Tonics, Dentifrice, Poudre, &c. 


OUR GLOVE 


Is replete with every desirable line of Kid or Silk Gloves 
Silk Underwear or Hosiery, as well as 
all weights in Merino, Cashmere and Wool Undercloth- 


at low prices. 


ing for Ladies, Children, M 


DEPARTMENT 


en or Boys. 


WALKERS SONS 


33, 35 and 37 King Street East and 18 to 24 Colborne Street 


CAMERON—At Toronto, on January 24, Mrs. Benny 
Cameron, aged 36 years. 

WALKER—At Hamilton, on January 24, James Walker, 
aged 84 years. 

BERFORD—At Perth, Ont , on January 21, William Wel- 
land Berford, aged 44 years. 

MACLEAN—At Toronto, on January 27, James Hector 
Maclean, aged 34 years. 

SOMERS—At Toronto, on January 26, Mrs. Mary Somers, 
aged 79 years. 

REEKIE—At Aurora, on January 26, Mrs. R. Reekie. 

GREEN—At Davenport, on January 24, Joseph Green. 

FISH—At Otterville, on January 26, Mes J Wesley Fish, 
aged 35 years. 

CLARKE—At Toronto, on January 26, William Arthur 
C.arke, aged 18 months. 

BAGSHA W—At Uxbridge, on January 22, Abraham Bag- 
shaw, aged 85 years. 

HILLS—At Toronto, on January 25, Albert Thomas 
Bertie Hills, aged 14 years. 

BEATIY—At Thorold, on January 22, Mrs. Frances 
Beatty, aged 87 years. 

EAGLE—At Toronto, on January 25, Mrs. Margaret 
Eagle, aged 64 years. 

GATES—At Toronto, on January 23, Arthur Gates, aged 
33 years. 

LUCAS—At Toronto, on January 24, Henry Lucas, aged 


34 years. 

LONGBOTTOM— At Toronto, on January 25, Mrs. Charles 
Longbottom, aged 67 5 ears. 

MACKEN ZIE—At London, on January 20, Mrs. Philip 
Mackenzie, aged 51 years. 


DENTISTRY. 
G L. BALL, DENTIST 


Honor Graduate of Session '83 and 'S4. 
74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. Tel. 2266 


D® FRED J. CAPON, Dentist 
12 Carlton Street 
L.D.S., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.S., Philadelphia; 
M.0.S., New York. 


W™.: MILLS, L.D.S., D.D.S, Dentist 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert | 


Street, Toronto. 
D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 
Telephone 2278. TORONTO 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. ©. D. S. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. se 
G. ADAMS 
* 


DENTIST 
346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm St. Tel. No. 2064. 


OAK HALL 





| 
WILSON—At Toronto, on Januazy 23, Mrs. Jos. Wi'son | 
—a daughter | 
COCK—At Toronto, on January 22, Mre. William Cook 
& son. 
ROAF—At Toronto, on January 28, Mrs. James R. Rosf 
—a daughter. 

EDDIS—At Torouto, on January 28, Mrs, Francis A. 
Eddis—a son. | 
FOSTER—At Aldershot, Eng., on January 13, Mrs. Ter 
rille W. Foster—a son. | 


Marriages. 


} 
STEVENSON — BOY D—At Clinton, on January 27, Hugh 
Stevenson of Belleville to Frances Boy d. 
WARREN—ALLWARD—At Toronto, on January 21, 
Frederick Napier Warren of Barrie to Wilheminna A!lward. 
SPRAGUE—BEAUCHAMP— At Bobcaygeon, on January 
19, Albro Nostrand Sprague «f Santa Rose, Cal., to Nel.je | 
Ward Beauchamp, :{8 cramento. } 
DUNCAN—NORTON—At Toronto, on January 19, Geo. 
H. Duncan to C. Lillian Norton. | 
WRIGHT —MATTICE—At Tvronto, on January 21, J. C 
Wright to Annie E. Ma tice. 
WILLIAMS KIiNG—At Toronto, on January 21, Leopold 
T. W. Williams to Charlotte Vera Mary King. | 
ANDERSON—Bas RSLAY—At Mono Center, on January | 
20, James I. Arderson to Beatrice Bardiay. 
WRIGHT—JOHNSON—At Toront>, on January 23, | 
Henry J. Wright to Annie Dennis Johnson. | 
McGRAW—TROY—-At Toronto, on January 28, Andrew 
George McGraw to Minnie Troy. 


Deaths. 


CROOK3—At Woodstock, on January 23, Mrs. C. J. 
Crooks, aged 50 years. 

DEAN—At Toronto, on January 26, Carrie Dean, aged 
14 years, 

McLEAN—At Toronto, on January 26, Mra. Archd. G. 


MoLean. 

RO3S— At Toronto, on January 24, Sophia Barbara Ross. 

THIBODO—At Toronto, on January 27, Mre. Augustus 
James Thibodo. 

WIGGINS— At Toronto, on January 27, Mrs. John Wig- 
gins, aged 47 years. 

WALLACE—At Newton Brock, on January 27, Mrs. John 
W. Wallace, aged 60 years. 

WILLIAMS—At Toronto, on January 26, Thomas R 
Williams, aged 70 yes rs. 

WALLIS—At Toronto, on January 26, i fant son cf 
Oharles H and Minnie Wallace, aged 5 mc nths. 

CaMPBELL—At Toronto, on January 25, Annie Sophia 
Campbell aged 24 yeara. 
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S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


Gur 40th Semi-Annual 


Sale 


Clearing 


Thirty Departments Teeming with Inducements 
That Bear Testimony to the Value of Cash 


OFFERINGS IN OUR STAPLE DEPARTMENT 

Plain White Cottons selling at 5c., 6c., 7$c.. 
8e., 9c., and 10e, - yard. Twilled White at 
Srom 5c. per yard. 

35 inch Factorys at 4c., 5c., 64e., 7¢., "hel, 8e. 

40 inch ay Cotton at 9c. per yard. 

&-4 Unbleached Sheetings at I7kc. and 20c. 

94 at 22hc. and 2c. 


8 4 Bleached Sheetings at 20c. and 22kce. 

9 4 Bleached Sheetings at 27}c. and 30c. 

10-4 Bleached Sheetings at 32}c. and 35ce, 

Table Lines, unbleached, at 20c., 25c. 27%e., 
30c. and 35e, 

Extra qualities at 37c., 0c., 45c. and 50c. 

Table Linens, bleached, at 3c , 35c. and 50. 
aaa qualities at 50c., 60c., 65c., 75c. and 
85e, 
Bleached Table Cloths from $1.20 to $3 each. 

Table Napkins from 3c, to $4 per doz, 

MISCELLANEOUS 

Pillow Cottons from 10c. per yard. 

White Doylies at from 75c. to $1.75 per doz. 

Sideboard Covers at from 75c. to $1.25 each. 

Stair Linens from Llc. to 20c. per yard. 

Brown Hollands from 10c, to 20c. per yard. 

Crumb Cloths (linen) $1.25 to $2.75 each, 

Russia Crash at 8k4c. per yard. 

Butcher Linen from IIc. to 25c. per yard. 

Linen Towelling from 5c. to 20c. per yard. 

Glass Towelling, 20 yards for $1. 

Table Oilcloths, 14 yards wide, at 25c, per yd. 

Elegant Tapestry Table Covers from $1.25 to 
85 each, at 


R.S IMPS ON’S 
S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


PANT Ss 


pogueey 


Ppa ada 


| ele nda 
61 Ming Street Kast, oppwsite Toronte Street 


SEND TO 


104 at 25c. 


HARRY WEBB’S 


Boys’ Suit Department 


Is a marvel. The diversity of style, 
range of fabrics, beauvy of design and 
superiority of workmanship must bea 
seen to be appreciated. For the holi- 
day season we offer exceptional bar- 
gains in Boys’ Suits and Overcoats. 


OAK HALL] 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 


Toronto 


W. RUTHERFORD Manager 


FoR ESTIMATES ror 
Dinners 
At Homes 
Weddings 
Banquets 
Ball Suppers 
Receptions, etc, 


EVERY MINUTLA 


66-68 and 447 Yonge St., Toronto 


DAY AND EVENING CLASS 


TORONTO SCHOOL OF TELEGRAPHY 


I62 King None Ot 


Fashionable Furriers 


Short Sealskin Jaekets 
Long Sealskin Coats 
Sealskin Dolmans 


Fur-lined Overeoats 
~ Fur-lined Cireulars 
Seal and Persian Lamb Capes 


FUR GLOVES, FUR MATS, ROBES, Ete. 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 
Manufacturers - - 101 Yonge Street 


A full line of the leading English and American Silk and Fel 
Hats always instock, A large consignment of Lincoln & Bennett’ 
celebrated London Hats just arrived. Our new Illustrated Cata- 
logue just out. Call or send for one. 


MacLEAN & MITCHELL 


THE GREATEST 
THE GRANDEST 
THE BIGGEST 


Bargains Ever Offered, Previous to Re- 
modelling Their Premises 


Alterations begin February 1. Maniles clearing at half price. 
Ulsters selling for $6. A similar cut on ever Jacket in stock. 


Millinery at Your Own Price 


Trimmed Millinery does nct improve with lime dust, so that must go 
regardless of cost, 
Dress Goods, Prints, Ginghams, Cottons, etc., at wholesale prices. 


MacLEAN & MITCHELL, 240 and 242 Yonge Street 


The Alliance Bond and Investment Company 


OF ONTARIO (Limited) 


$10 


HEAD OFFICES 


27 and 29 Wellington Street East, Toronto 


Public Assignees, Trustees and 
Administrators 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


The ocidest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac-— 
companies each Pianc 


Their thirty-six 
years’ record the bess 
guarantee of the ex- 
cellence of their in- 
struments. 


Illustrated Catalogue 
free on application. 





to 
BUY THE | 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 
ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church £ treet. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King St 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street and C, PRy Queen! 





